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‘Man	  ...	  braces	  himself	  against	  the	  great	  and	  ever	  greater	  pressure	  of	  
what	  is	  past:	  it	  pushes	  him	  down	  or	  bends	  him	  sideways’;	  ‘it	  was’	  is	  ‘that	  
password	  which	  gives	  conflict,	  suffering	  and	  satiety	  access	  to	  man	  so	  as	  to	  
remind	  him	  what	  his	  existence	  fundamentally	  is—an	  imperfect	  tense	  that	  can	  
never	  become	  a	  perfect	  one’	  (Nietzsche,	  UM	  II).	  
	  
	   “We	  think	  we	  know	  ourselves,	  when	  we	  really	  know	  only	  this	  little	  bitty	  
part.	  We	  have	  this	  social	  person	  that	  we	  present	  to	  each	  other.	  We	  have	  all	  
these	  galaxies	  inside	  of	  us.	  And	  if	  we	  don’t	  enter	  those	  in	  art	  of	  one	  kind	  or	  
another,	  whether	  it’s	  playwrighting,	  or	  painting,	  or	  music,	  or	  whatever,	  then	  I	  
don’t	  understand	  the	  point	  in	  doing	  anything.	  It’s	  the	  reason	  I	  write.	  I	  try	  to	  go	  
into	  parts	  of	  myself	  that	  are	  unknown…	  I’m	  not	  doing	  this	  in	  order	  to	  vent	  
demons.	  I	  want	  to	  shake	  hands	  with	  them.”	  (Shepard,	  Paris	  Review)	  
	  
If	  society	  is	  merciless,	  what	  can	  we	  do	  to	  survive?	  As	  individuals,	  we	  can	  find	  
moments	  of	  reverence,	  generosity,	  compassion,	  respect,	  deliverance,	  and	  honor.	  
As	  humans,	  we	  can	  find	  each	  other.	  Even	  through	  this	  mess.	  In	  Sam	  Shepard’s	  
The	  Tooth	  Of	  Crime,	  we	  are	  tossed	  through	  a	  mythic	  usurpation	  reminiscent	  of	  
The	  Golden	  Bough	  and	  Titanic,	  the	  Red	  Indian	  power	  game	  (and	  political	  
structure	  in	  general),	  the	  messenger	  rhesus	  of	  Greek	  Tragedy,	  and	  Shakespeare’s	  
account	  of	  the	  fall	  of	  Caesar	  (2011:3).	  This	  script	  was	  written	  from	  a	  nihilist	  
perspective	  wherein	  Rock	  Stars	  have	  ceased	  to	  merely	  enact	  violence;	  the	  
cyclical	  nature	  of	  this	  history	  seems	  inevitably	  fixed	  towards	  actual	  violent	  
usurpation.	  However,	  in	  the	  final	  moments	  of	  the	  play	  and	  in	  the	  reading	  of	  this	  
particular	  thesis	  production,	  The	  Way	  Things	  Are	  is	  about	  to	  be	  turned	  inside	  
out.	  Hoss	  is	  terrified	  of	  succession	  or	  usurpation,	  and	  yet	  that	  is	  what	  keeps	  him	  
going.	  Hoss	  sings	  “Sometimes,	  in	  the	  blackest	  night,	  I	  can	  see	  a	  little	  light.	  And	  
that’s	  the	  only	  thing	  that	  keeps	  me	  rockin’.”	  That	  light	  Hoss	  sees	  is	  Crow,	  the	  man	  
come	  to	  take	  him	  down.	  Crow	  comes	  as	  an	  angel	  of	  death	  to	  defeat	  and	  deliver	  
Hoss	  as	  a	  sacrifice	  to	  a	  greater	  end;	  to	  take	  down	  the	  whole	  system;	  to	  revamp	  
society	  as	  they(we)	  know	  it;	  to	  deflate	  the	  masculine	  individualist	  ethos	  of	  the	  
Frontier.	  Crow	  brings	  with	  him,	  or	  perhaps	  he	  himself	  is,	  the	  light	  necessary	  to	  
illuminate	  the	  road	  ahead.	  
Every	  generation	  arrives	  on	  the	  backs	  of	  the	  generations	  that	  came	  afore,	  and	  
the	  groundwork	  they	  made	  to	  embrace	  or	  push	  off	  of	  or	  against.	  Every	  new	  
movement	  in	  any	  (r)evolution	  is	  born	  from	  something.	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  
investigates	  that	  succession.	  All	  the	  heroes	  is	  dying	  reads	  the	  opening	  song	  of	  the	  
show,	  and	  it	  is	  true.	  	  
Especially	  now.	  	  
Especially	  for	  us.	  	  
But	  isn’t	  that	  always	  the	  case?	  Aren’t	  our	  fathers	  and	  forefathers	  dying	  every	  
day?	  Isn’t	  that	  the	  nature	  of	  Time?	  Why	  does	  it	  feel	  rampant	  now?	  	  
In	  some	  respect,	  we	  are	  all	  a	  little	  bit	  like	  Hoss,	  relentlessly	  bombarded	  by	  
series	  of	  information	  regarding	  The	  Way	  Things	  Are;	  perpetually	  convincing	  
ourselves	  that	  everything	  is	  going	  to	  be	  okay;	  that	  we	  will	  not	  only	  survive,	  but	  
succeed.	  Shepard’s	  post-­‐apocalyptic	  landscape	  of	  Rock	  and	  Roll1	  politic	  is	  a	  
plausible	  progression	  from	  where	  humanity	  is	  now.	  	  
	  
Second	  Avenue?	  WHAT	  SECOND	  AVENUE?	  
In	  an	  interview	  in	  2010,	  Patti	  Smith	  was	  asked	  “What	  advice	  would	  you	  give	  
to	  young	  artists	  moving	  to	  New	  York	  City	  today?”	  “Don’t.”	  she	  said,	  “The	  city	  has	  
shut	  its	  doors	  to	  the	  young	  and	  struggling.”	  (HuffPost,	  2010)	  As	  a	  young	  artist	  
who	  had	  moved	  to	  the	  city	  and	  had	  fallen	  head	  over	  heels	  with	  its	  magic,	  this	  
advice	  infuriated	  me.	  Coming	  from	  Patti	  Smith,	  who	  I	  often	  refer	  to	  as	  my	  Power	  
Animal,	  the	  sting	  was	  even	  deeper.	  	  
The	  current	  pop	  culture	  paradigm	  is	  an	  amalgamation	  of	  many	  distinctive	  
styles,	  but	  I	  feel	  most	  of	  it	  is	  born	  of	  the	  Lower	  East	  Side	  of	  NYC	  in	  the	  late	  1960s	  
into	  the	  1970s,	  which,	  in	  turn,	  conjured	  meaning	  from	  its	  predecessors:	  A	  never-­‐
ending	  March	  towards	  the	  beginning	  of	  things;	  an	  origin	  song.	  	  
What	  is	  it	  about	  that	  time	  and	  place	  that	  has	  my	  generation	  so	  transfixed?	  
What	  makes	  counter	  culture	  develop	  into	  pop	  culture?	  How	  do	  we	  respect	  our	  
predecessors	  without	  idolizing	  them	  in	  a	  way	  that	  renders	  ourselves	  immobile?	  I	  
had	  all	  of	  these	  questions	  that	  had	  filled	  every	  free	  moment	  I	  could	  spare	  over	  
the	  past	  two	  years.	  Sifting	  through	  the	  wreckage	  of	  New	  York	  nostalgia	  and	  the	  
littered	  dirt	  roads	  of	  my	  own	  past,	  I	  was	  piecing	  together	  a	  reason	  for	  having	  
found	  myself	  in	  this	  city.	  And	  then,	  boom	  (for	  real),	  Anne	  Bogart	  says	  one	  day	  "I	  
want	  to	  see	  your	  Tooth	  of	  Crime".	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1	  The	  term	  Rock	  and	  Roll	  was	  originally,	  in	  black	  pop	  music,	  a	  euphemism	  for	  having	  
sex.	  	  
Why	  the	  original	  1972	  script	  and	  not	  the	  revision	  Sam	  Shepard	  wrote	  in	  
1994?	  It’s	  an	  incredibly	  raw	  and	  honest	  tantrum	  of	  a	  script,	  the	  original.	  It’s	  
flawed,	  and	  perfect.	  The	  text	  feels	  born	  out	  of	  necessity	  to	  engage,	  to	  thrash	  out	  
at	  an	  oppressive	  world,	  a	  dying	  world.	  Here	  we	  had	  Sam	  Shepard,	  a	  man	  who	  
wanted	  so	  desperately	  to	  be	  a	  Rock	  Star,	  faced	  with	  what	  he	  suspected	  was	  the	  
death	  of	  Rock	  and	  Roll.	  Sam	  seemed	  to	  be	  claiming	  that	  Rock	  and	  Roll	  had	  
committed	  suicide.	  His	  means	  of	  expressing	  this	  feeling	  in	  the	  original	  script	  is	  
language	  as	  violence:	  clashing	  vignettes	  of	  style	  and	  rhythm	  thrust	  into	  each	  
other	  in	  an	  avalanche	  of	  desperate	  prose	  indicative	  of	  William	  S.	  Burroughs’	  
cutups.	  	  
In	  addition	  to	  drugs,	  sex,	  and	  power	  as	  aspects	  of	  man's	  addictive	  nature,	  
Burroughs	  adds	  an	  analysis	  of	  control	  over	  human	  beings	  exercised	  by	  
language	  ("the	  Word"),	  time,	  and	  space	  (i.e.,	  man's	  physical	  existence	  and	  the	  
mental	  constructs	  he	  uses	  to	  survive	  and	  adapt)	  (Skerl).	  
I	  referred	  often	  to	  Burroughs2	  in	  rehearsal	  as	  the	  Grand	  Pappy	  of	  The	  Tooth	  
of	  Crime,	  as	  his	  development	  of	  cutup	  theory	  was	  intensely	  intertwined	  with	  his	  
pseudo-­‐science	  of	  addiction.	  The	  cutup	  alters	  the	  consciousness	  of	  writer	  and	  
reader,	  freeing	  them	  from	  the	  conventions	  of	  perceived	  language	  and	  meaning.	  I	  
was	  attracted	  to	  the	  symbolic	  act	  of	  the	  cutup:	  scissors	  brutally	  slicing	  through	  
preexisting	  literature	  and	  ideas	  in	  a	  surgery	  akin	  to	  Dr.	  Frankenstein,	  making	  
whole	  and	  new	  a	  work	  comprised	  of	  slaughtered	  pieces	  of	  the	  past.	  The	  Greek	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
2	  Ira	  Glass,	  host	  of	  NPR’s	  This	  American	  Life,	  came	  around	  to	  Burroughs	  a	  few	  
months	  ago	  after	  having	  heard	  what	  he	  describes	  as	  “The	  best	  hour	  of	  radio	  I	  have	  
ever	  heard”.	  The	  hour	  he	  refers	  to	  is	  a	  BBC	  documentary	  on	  Burroughs	  that	  aired	  for	  
his	  101st	  birthday.	  Narrated	  by	  Iggy	  Pop,	  it	  is	  non-­‐reverential	  and	  to	  the	  point.	  	  
philosophers	  assumed	  that	  objects	  that	  weighed	  twice	  as	  much	  would	  fall	  twice	  
as	  fast.	  However,	  push	  Sophocles	  and	  Rimbaud	  off	  of	  the	  same	  table	  at	  the	  same	  
time	  and	  they	  will	  hit	  the	  ground	  simultaneously.	  	  
In	  gravity	  and	  weight,	  all	  is	  created	  equal.	  This	  basic	  concept	  of	  rearranging	  
words	  to	  create	  new	  meaning	  allows	  the	  exploration	  of	  the	  physical	  shape	  of	  
language.	  It	  would	  seem	  that	  Shepard	  was	  in	  rhyme	  with	  Rimbaud	  in	  his	  attempt	  
to	  shift	  the	  senses	  under	  the	  scissors	  of	  creation.	  Indeed,	  Hoss	  is	  subject	  to	  A	  
Season	  In	  Hell	  as	  he	  journeys	  through	  a	  “systematic	  derangement	  of	  the	  senses”.	  
And	  we	  (the	  audience)	  are	  invited	  to	  imagine	  the	  color	  of	  vowels.	  	  
	  
Event,	  Hinge,	  Repeat	  
The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  is	  a	  myriad	  thing,	  but	  at	  its	  core,	  this	  show	  is	  a	  Greek	  
Tragedy.	  There’s	  an	  astoundingly	  simple	  structure	  to	  this	  drug	  trip	  of	  a	  show,	  
but	  I	  had	  to	  spend	  a	  lot	  of	  time	  researching	  and	  investigating	  the	  themes	  and	  
narrative.	  The	  events	  of	  this	  play	  are	  all	  in	  there,	  hiding	  in	  the	  crevices	  and	  open	  
to	  interpretation.	  Deceptively	  simple,	  they	  require	  an	  incredible	  amount	  of	  
investigatory	  preparation	  to	  be	  successfully	  unearthed	  and	  defined.	  	  
One	  of	  my	  weaknesses	  as	  a	  director	  has	  always	  been	  prep	  work	  with	  the	  
scenes	  themselves:	  I	  can	  never	  seem	  to	  get	  enough	  research	  or	  provision	  
necessary	  to	  attack	  the	  events	  of	  a	  scene	  in	  the	  rehearsal	  room.	  I	  tend	  to	  trust	  
that	  the	  alchemy	  of	  the	  artists	  in	  the	  rehearsal	  will	  fuel	  the	  decision	  making	  
process.	  Surprisingly,	  I	  get	  away	  with	  this	  quite	  a	  bit.	  The	  past	  three	  years,	  I	  have	  
been	  pushing	  myself	  to	  approach	  every	  rehearsal	  with	  a	  blueprint	  beyond	  
content	  and	  thematic	  research	  (which	  I	  over	  feed	  on	  at	  times).	  	  	  
This	  particular	  script	  forces	  a	  director	  to	  find	  a	  way	  in	  and	  make	  informed	  
decisions	  as	  to	  what	  the	  story	  is	  based	  on	  not	  only	  an	  understanding	  of	  the	  
context	  in	  which	  the	  show	  was	  written,	  but	  of	  how	  the	  dialogue	  works	  in	  real	  
time	  and	  what	  the	  events	  are	  scene-­‐by-­‐scene.	  This	  script	  allows	  for	  one	  to	  sculpt	  
a	  piece	  as	  though	  it	  were	  new	  work,	  or	  devised	  work.	  The	  challenge	  becomes	  
then	  maintaining	  respect	  and	  truth	  to	  what	  Shepard	  has	  on	  the	  page	  as	  opposed	  
to	  imposing	  theatrical	  gimmickry	  on	  top	  of	  the	  story.	  I’ve	  found	  as	  I	  carried	  this	  
script	  with	  me	  and	  discussed	  the	  possibility	  of	  doing	  Shepard	  for	  my	  thesis	  that	  a	  
lot	  of	  people	  had	  very	  concrete	  formulations	  of	  who	  Shepard	  is	  and	  what	  his	  
plays	  are.	  A	  major	  challenge	  for	  me	  was	  to	  go	  into	  this	  rehearsal	  process	  and	  the	  
preliminary	  investigations	  of	  the	  script	  without	  making	  false	  or	  rash	  
assumptions	  of	  what	  the	  show	  is.	  Every	  scene	  in	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  is	  it’s	  own	  
universe	  (isn’t	  it	  true	  of	  all	  shows?),	  and	  I	  tasked	  myself	  with	  reading	  the	  script	  
in	  service	  of	  those	  universes.	  Sensitivity	  to	  each	  event	  and	  how	  and	  when	  it	  
changes	  was	  my	  main	  focus.	  	  
	  
Defense	  Mechanisms	  
I	  didn’t	  pick	  this	  script.	  This	  script	  picked	  me.	  And	  it	  courted	  me	  for	  a	  very	  
long	  time.	  And	  I	  resisted.	  I	  had	  been	  in	  preparation	  to	  work	  on	  The	  Tooth	  of	  
Crime	  before	  I	  even	  knew	  that	  was	  going	  to	  be	  my	  thesis	  production.	  My	  second	  
year	  of	  graduate	  school	  was	  spent	  researching	  the	  movement	  in	  the	  Lower	  East	  
Side	  in	  the	  1970s,	  reading	  the	  works	  of	  Patti	  Smith,	  Arthur	  Rimbaud,	  Stéphene	  
Mallarmé,	  and	  diving	  into	  the	  music	  of	  Sam	  Shepard’s	  hay	  days	  in	  New	  York	  City.	  
Of	  course,	  I	  was	  doing	  all	  of	  this	  research	  with	  a	  new	  piece	  of	  work	  in	  mind.	  	  
When	  Anne	  Bogart	  told	  me	  she	  would	  love	  to	  see	  my	  take	  on	  The	  Tooth	  of	  
Crime,	  I	  was	  defiant	  at	  first.	  What	  took	  me	  two	  months	  to	  realize	  was	  that	  the	  
show	  I	  had	  spent	  all	  of	  my	  time	  and	  research	  preparing	  to	  write	  already	  existed.	  
Sam	  Shepard	  wrote	  it	  in	  1972.	  	  
My	  resistance	  was	  born	  out	  of	  a	  childish	  negativity	  towards	  being	  “put	  in	  a	  
box”.	  (If	  I	  had	  a	  dollar	  for	  every	  time	  someone	  told	  me	  I	  should	  direct	  Sam	  
Shepard,	  that	  I	  WAS	  Sam	  Shepard,	  that	  Sam	  Shepard	  wrote	  my	  life...well,	  then	  I	  
would	  have	  very	  many	  dollars.)	  In	  undergraduate	  school,	  I	  had	  spent	  some	  time	  
with	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  and	  had	  found	  that	  Sam	  Shepard’s	  website	  declares	  very	  
definitively	  that	  performance	  rights	  are	  only	  available	  for	  the	  revised	  version	  of	  
the	  show,	  entitled	  Tooth	  of	  Crime:	  Second	  Dance.	  In	  Mr.	  Shepard’s	  introduction	  to	  
the	  revision,	  he	  calls	  his	  original	  hackneyed	  and	  cartoonish.	  Thus	  was	  born	  my	  
mission:	  to	  breathe	  life	  into	  the	  truth	  of	  the	  original;	  to	  produce	  a	  show	  that	  
wasn’t	  dated	  or	  impractical.	  	  
The	  revision	  fixes	  a	  lot	  of	  the	  initial	  problems	  with	  the	  script,	  and	  
unfortunately,	  thus	  renders	  the	  show	  infinitely	  less	  interesting	  than	  the	  original.	  
I	  often	  described	  the	  revision	  as	  Shepard	  explaining	  what	  he	  thinks	  he	  meant	  as	  
a	  younger	  writer.	  That	  didn’t	  interest	  me.	  In	  fact,	  it	  infuriated	  me.	  I	  carried	  both	  
of	  the	  versions	  of	  the	  script	  with	  me	  over	  the	  summer,	  alternating	  reading	  
between	  the	  two	  on	  a	  daily	  basis.	  	  
At	  a	  bar	  in	  Brooklyn,	  after	  seeing	  a	  friend’s	  one-­‐woman	  show,	  I	  met	  a	  
playwright	  by	  the	  name	  of	  Lucas	  Gnath.	  Turns	  out	  he’s	  an	  up	  and	  coming	  Big	  
Deal3.	  He	  and	  I	  got	  into	  a	  three-­‐hour	  discussion	  about	  The	  Tooth	  Of	  Crime.	  I	  was	  
going	  through	  my	  back	  and	  forth	  malaise	  ridden	  diatribe	  of	  ‘oh	  but	  I	  don’t	  know	  
should	  I	  really	  do	  it?!”	  when	  this	  man	  I’d	  just	  met	  became	  very	  thoughtful.	  “It’s	  an	  
incredible	  script”,	  he	  told	  me,	  “Anytime	  I	  am	  feeling	  stuck	  as	  a	  writer,	  I	  revert	  
back	  to	  the	  structure	  of	  The	  Tooth	  Of	  Crime,	  and	  I’m	  good	  to	  go.”	  I	  was	  charmed,	  
but	  I	  wasn’t	  yet	  convinced.	  
	  
MANiFEST;	  The	  Journey	  West	  
As	  is	  customary	  for	  me,	  I	  found	  a	  way	  to	  drive	  across	  the	  country	  last	  
summer	  (these	  comparisons	  of	  me	  and	  Shepard	  exist	  for	  a	  reason	  I	  suppose).	  
Someone	  posted	  on	  Craigslist	  that	  they	  needed	  their	  car	  driven	  from	  Washington	  
Heights	  to	  Seattle.	  Normally,	  I	  might	  take	  more	  caution	  in	  responding	  to	  ads	  on	  
Craigslist,	  but	  it	  turned	  out	  the	  person	  was	  an	  actor	  from	  the	  Seattle	  area	  and	  we	  
had	  numerous	  friends	  in	  common.	  So,	  I	  was	  paid	  to	  drive	  his	  Toyota	  RAV	  across	  
the	  country.	  Something	  about	  that	  journey	  West	  connected	  me	  to	  my	  roots	  and	  I	  
began	  to	  warm	  up	  to	  the	  idea	  of	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime.	  The	  further	  West	  I	  drove,	  the	  
more	  in	  tune	  with	  my	  ancestry	  I	  befell,	  and	  I	  began	  to	  embrace	  my	  connection	  to	  
Sam	  Shepard.	  I	  began	  to	  search	  for	  a	  way	  into	  the	  script.	  I	  plotted	  rebellious	  and	  
sneaky	  ways	  of	  combining	  the	  two	  existing	  scripts	  or	  tearing	  them	  apart	  and	  
reconstructing	  the	  show	  anew.	  I	  congratulated	  myself	  on	  my	  tenacity	  in	  Defying	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
3	  As	  I	  write	  this,	  it	  was	  announced	  that	  Lucas	  Gnath	  has	  received	  the	  Guggenheim	  
Fellowship.	  He’s	  a	  Bigger	  Deal	  than	  I	  had	  originally	  thought!	  
The	  Man!	  Every	  time	  I	  opened	  that	  increasingly	  more	  and	  more	  decrepit	  stack	  of	  
loose	  paper	  in	  my	  satchel,	  I	  would	  read	  from	  the	  beginning	  to	  about	  page	  six	  
before	  folding	  the	  pages	  closed	  in	  frustration.	  I	  was	  still	  afraid	  of	  it,	  and	  was	  
trying	  desperately	  to	  work	  against	  it	  even	  in	  my	  reading.	  Something	  needed	  to	  
crack.	  I	  still	  hadn’t	  found	  a	  successful	  in.	  My	  relationship	  to	  the	  text	  was	  still	  
strained	  and	  smelt	  of	  artificiality.	  	  
Trekking	  across	  the	  Wyoming	  border,	  I	  pulled	  into	  a	  gas	  station	  in	  Beulah.	  It	  
was	  one	  pm	  and	  the	  gas	  station	  was	  packed	  full	  of	  bikers	  as	  Sturgis	  was	  
happening.	  One	  pm,	  and	  I	  realize	  very	  quickly	  that	  the	  gas	  station	  is	  also	  a	  bar.	  A	  
packed	  bar.	  One	  pm,	  and	  everyone	  in	  the	  bar	  is	  drinking,	  smoking,	  chatting,	  and	  
dancing	  country	  line	  to	  the	  jukebox.	  This	  is	  the	  culture	  I	  had	  so	  desperately	  
dreamed	  of	  running	  away	  from	  as	  a	  high	  school	  student.	  I	  had	  longed	  to	  leave	  
this	  small	  town	  debauchery.	  Somehow,	  that	  late	  July	  day,	  I	  found	  comfort	  in	  the	  
decorated	  culture	  of	  my	  past.4	  Taking	  the	  only	  empty	  seat	  at	  the	  bar,	  I	  pulled	  out	  
the	  mangled	  and	  stained	  copy	  of	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  (the	  original	  version)	  that	  
had	  been	  growing	  increasingly	  battered	  and	  torn	  in	  my	  leather	  handbag.	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
4	  Bumper	  stickers	  that	  lined	  the	  bar	  include:	  Sex	  after	  sixty	  is	  like	  shooting	  pool	  with	  
a	  rope.	  Show	  me	  your	  hooters.	  Alcoholism	  is	  a	  disease...get	  your	  shots	  here!	  Last	  
time	  we	  mixed	  politics	  and	  religion	  people	  got	  burned	  at	  the	  stake.	  So	  many	  cats...so	  
few	  recipes!!	  I	  heart	  beaver.	  I	  heart	  beer.	  I	  heart	  Mary	  Jane.	  I	  heart	  explosives.	  Blow	  
shit	  up!	  Free	  dick	  rides!	  Show	  me	  your	  hooters.	  Love	  everybody.	  Support	  your	  local	  
cathouse.	  I	  love	  animals:	  they're	  delicious.	  Save	  gas,	  ride	  a	  biker.	  Life	  is	  a	  bitch,	  then	  
you	  strangle	  one.	  I	  want	  a	  woman	  as	  dirty	  as	  my	  bike.	  People	  are	  more	  violently	  
opposed	  to	  fur	  than	  leather	  because	  it's	  easier	  to	  harass	  women	  than	  motorcycle	  
gangs.	  Freedom	  to	  smoke	  without	  harassment.	  I	  support	  smokers	  rights.	  Guns	  don't	  
kill	  people,	  postal	  workers	  do.	  If	  you	  think	  you	  can	  do	  it	  better,	  please,	  feel	  free	  to	  
get	  out	  your	  checkbook	  and	  buy	  the	  fucking	  planet.	  
	  
I	  sat	  at	  that	  bar	  for	  two	  hours	  and	  read	  through	  the	  script,	  pushing	  far	  beyond	  
page	  six,	  then	  page	  25	  even!	  The	  sounds	  of	  the	  bar	  underscored	  my	  journey.	  	  
You	  could	  say	  God	  intervened	  that	  afternoon	  through	  the	  songs	  on	  the	  
jukebox.	  Reading	  through	  Act	  One,	  I	  was	  carried	  by	  the	  sounds	  of	  Jimi	  Hendrix,	  
Lou	  Reed,	  Janis	  Joplin,	  and	  The	  Rolling	  Stones.	  I	  began	  to	  realize	  that	  my	  “in”	  
with	  the	  original	  script	  was	  the	  music	  that	  Hoss	  revered.	  And	  then	  there	  were	  
these	  naked	  lyrics	  that	  had	  survived	  alone;	  lyrics	  that	  needed	  melody.	  And	  I	  was	  
excited	  by	  the	  challenge	  of	  creating	  new	  music	  to	  breathe	  life	  into	  Sam	  Shepard’s	  
lyrics.	  I	  remembered	  my	  own	  deep	  connection	  to	  the	  rock	  and	  roll	  canon,	  and	  
the	  questions	  I	  had	  for	  where	  American	  Theatre	  and	  its	  intersection	  with	  music	  
were	  headed	  next.	  Here,	  in	  front	  of	  me,	  was	  a	  script	  so	  far	  ahead	  of	  its	  time,	  and	  
yet,	  somehow,	  embracing	  the	  historical	  narratives	  of	  a	  culture	  littered	  with	  pop	  
references	  from	  the	  past.	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  is	  having	  a	  conversation	  with	  music	  
in	  performance	  that	  is	  unlike	  anything	  I’ve	  ever	  worked	  with.	  I	  began	  to	  grow	  
excited	  about	  the	  puzzle.	  Why	  do	  characters	  sing?	  How	  does	  their	  relationship	  to	  
the	  audience	  change	  in	  moments	  of	  musical	  performance?	  What	  other	  music	  
exists	  in	  this	  world?	  	  
Nursing	  a	  Bud	  Light	  (embracing	  culture!),	  I	  took	  a	  break	  after	  the	  first	  scene	  
in	  Act	  Two	  to	  chat	  with	  the	  bartender.	  She	  had	  taken	  note	  of	  me	  when	  I	  entered	  
the	  sat	  down,	  and	  took	  her	  chance	  to	  point	  out	  that	  I	  wasn’t	  from	  around	  there.	  
“You	  here	  for	  Sturgis?”	  she	  inquired.	  I	  informed	  her	  that	  I	  wasn’t,	  I	  was	  driving	  
across	  the	  country.	  I	  told	  her	  about	  my	  journey	  thus	  far.	  I	  launched	  into	  stories	  of	  
staying	  in	  a	  hotel	  just	  outside	  of	  Chicago	  the	  first	  night	  (where	  a	  woman	  had	  told	  
me	  “Jesus	  be	  with	  you,	  Rapture	  is	  coming!”),	  squatting	  in	  an	  RV	  park	  in	  South	  
Dakota	  the	  night	  before,	  and	  the	  Stetson	  I	  had	  found	  that	  day	  at	  Wall	  Drug	  for	  
thirty	  dollars.	  As	  I	  spoke,	  I	  noticed	  her	  eyeballing	  my	  script,	  and	  embarrassingly	  
remembered	  that	  reading	  in	  bars	  is	  never	  taken	  as	  a	  normal	  activity.	  
The	  conversation	  ended,	  awkwardly,	  without	  so	  much	  as	  a	  word	  exchanged	  
about	  my	  reading.	  The	  bartender	  took	  a	  break	  to	  feed	  the	  jukebox	  and	  I	  
continued	  on,	  making	  my	  way	  through	  the	  battle	  between	  Hoss	  and	  Crow.	  As	  I	  
read,	  the	  familiar	  sound	  of	  M.I.A.’s	  Paper	  Planes	  began	  to	  fill	  the	  air.	  Paper	  Planes	  
was	  a	  hit	  a	  few	  years	  ago,	  so	  it	  didn’t	  surprise	  me	  that	  it	  was	  popular	  in	  rural	  
Wyoming	  that	  summer.	  It’s	  an	  incredibly	  poignant	  piece	  of	  music	  when	  reading	  
The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime,	  as	  it	  samples	  a	  riff	  from	  one	  of	  my	  favorite	  bands,	  The	  Clash.	  
The	  familiar	  guitar	  from	  Straight	  To	  Hell	  is	  the	  ground	  on	  which	  M.I.A.	  throws	  
something	  akin	  to	  rap.	  As	  I	  was	  reading	  through	  Crow’s	  spoken	  word	  stylings	  in	  
the	  battle/boxing	  match/western	  duel,	  I	  had	  a	  realization:	  Sam	  Shepard	  had	  
written	  the	  precursor	  to	  rap.	  And	  it	  was	  brilliant.	  I	  was	  one	  step	  closer	  to	  
intimacy	  with	  the	  show.	  	  
	  
I,	  I,	  I,	  I	  
Once	  I	  arrived	  in	  Seattle,	  I	  was	  invited	  to	  watch	  a	  dress	  rehearsal	  of	  Angels	  In	  
America:	  Millennium	  Approaches	  at	  Intiman.	  A	  dear	  old	  friend,	  Marya	  Sea	  
Kaminski,	  was	  playing	  the	  Angel	  and	  she	  came	  up	  to	  me	  at	  the	  break	  and	  asked	  if	  
I	  had	  any	  feedback	  for	  her	  and	  how	  life	  at	  Columbia	  was	  going.	  I	  mentioned	  that	  I	  
was	  debating	  a	  thesis	  piece	  at	  the	  moment	  and	  was	  heavily	  considering	  The	  
Tooth	  of	  Crime.	  “Oh	  that’s	  perfect	  for	  you!”	  she	  exclaimed,	  “And	  what	  an	  
incredible	  script!”	  I	  still	  wasn’t	  convinced,	  but	  I	  was	  that	  much	  closer.	  	  	  
That	  following	  weekend,	  I	  was	  lying	  in	  a	  hammock	  with	  my	  dear	  friend	  Sam	  
Gelband,	  discussing	  the	  two	  scripts	  and	  how	  frustrated	  I	  was	  about	  being	  told	  
what	  I	  should	  do	  for	  my	  thesis.	  While	  I	  had	  been	  travelling	  that	  summer	  and	  
carrying	  these	  two	  scripts	  with	  me,	  I	  had	  also	  been	  writing	  Anne	  Bogart	  with	  
suggestions	  of	  what	  I	  could	  do	  for	  my	  thesis5.	  I	  pulled	  some	  rather	  ridiculous	  
ideas	  out	  of	  the	  air	  and	  threw	  them	  in	  Anne’s	  direction.	  She	  would	  always	  reply	  
“Or	  you	  could	  stage	  the	  shit	  out	  of	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime.”	  I	  was	  frustrated.	  	  
“So	  why	  don’t	  you	  want	  to	  do	  this	  show?”	  Sam	  had	  asked.	  I	  thought	  for	  a	  very	  
long	  time,	  struggling	  to	  articulate	  a	  respectably	  good	  reason	  why	  I	  shouldn’t	  
direct	  this	  show	  while	  simultaneously	  defending	  my	  attempts	  at	  a	  connection	  
with	  it.	  Finally,	  the	  truth	  came	  out.	  
“Because	  I	  was	  told	  to.”	  
“Well”,	  Sam	  said,	  “I	  think	  it’s	  a	  fucking	  crazy	  good	  script	  and	  I	  would	  KILL	  to	  
see	  you	  direct	  Sam	  Shepard.	  It’s	  a	  match	  made	  in	  Heaven	  if	  you	  ask	  me.”	  
Sam’s	  enthusiasm	  matches	  my	  own	  in	  many	  respects,	  and	  while	  he	  is	  a	  young	  
man	  of	  20	  (19	  at	  that	  time),	  I	  respect	  his	  opinion	  immensely.	  There	  is	  something	  
about	  him	  that	  reminds	  me	  of	  Sam	  Shepard…and	  then	  it	  hit	  me	  like	  a	  bag	  of	  
horse	  feed.	  I	  had	  a	  plan.	  “I’ll	  do	  it	  if	  you	  write	  the	  music	  for	  the	  show.”	  I	  told	  him.	  
	  
	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
5	  Among	  these	  suggestions	  was	  a	  deconstructed	  look	  at	  The	  Wizard	  Of	  Oz	  (the	  
original	  American	  Fairy	  Tale)	  
On	  Your	  Marks	  
Sam	  and	  I	  talked	  through	  how	  that	  might	  be	  possible.	  It	  was	  a	  cyclone	  of	  
brainstorming.	  From	  the	  hammock,	  I	  texted	  my	  collaborator	  and	  composer	  
friend	  Jillie	  Mae	  Eddy	  to	  see	  if	  she	  would	  be	  interested	  in	  writing	  some	  of	  the	  
songs	  for	  the	  show	  as	  well.	  I	  sent	  Ethan	  Wagner	  a	  text	  asking	  if	  he	  would	  be	  
interested	  in	  doing	  the	  musical	  arrangements	  and	  musical	  direction.	  It	  was	  very	  
clear	  to	  me	  that	  I	  wanted	  two	  different	  musical	  voices	  to	  write	  the	  songs	  for	  the	  
show,	  and	  having	  a	  third	  person	  to	  arrange	  the	  show	  was	  just	  enough	  unifying	  
glue	  to	  make	  it	  work	  as	  a	  cohesive	  whole	  while	  maintaining	  the	  disjointed	  styles	  
the	  script	  asks	  for.	  I	  proffered	  to	  Jill	  that	  she	  should	  try	  to	  write	  an	  original	  song	  
on	  top	  of	  writing	  the	  music	  to	  Sam	  Shepard’s	  lyrics.	  So	  the	  division	  of	  labor	  was	  
decided	  that	  weekend.	  Jill	  would	  write	  Becky	  Lou’s	  Song,	  Slips	  Away,	  and	  an	  
original	  song	  that	  was	  modeled	  after	  one	  of	  my	  all	  time	  favorite	  songs,	  Patti	  
Smith’s	  cover	  of	  Gloria.	  Sam	  Gelband	  would	  write	  The	  Way	  Things	  Are,	  Cold	  
Killer,	  Crow’s	  Song,	  and	  Rollin’	  Down.	  	  
Upon	  returning	  to	  New	  York	  City,	  I	  made	  my	  way	  to	  the	  Columbia	  University	  
Library	  and	  began	  pouring	  over	  source	  material.	  I	  read	  theory	  on	  Shepard,	  
biographies	  of	  Shepard,	  re-­‐read	  Just	  Kids,	  and,	  consequently	  revisited	  many	  of	  
the	  surrealist	  poets	  I	  had	  been	  so	  obsessed	  with	  in	  relation	  to	  the	  show	  I	  had	  
been	  planning	  to	  write.	  I	  discovered	  the	  poem	  Anguish	  by	  Stephené	  Mallarmé,	  
which	  was	  the	  namesake	  for	  The	  Tooth	  Of	  Crime.	  That	  was	  exciting.	  I	  developed	  a	  
theory	  through	  the	  course	  of	  my	  reading:	  	  
Crow	  was	  Patti	  Smith.	  	  
Rock’n’Roll	  Jesus	  
“We	  writ	  a	  play	  together	  called	  "Cowboy	  Mouth."	   We	  writ	  it	  together	  on	  the	  
same	  typewriter,	  you	  know,	  like	  a	  battle.	  We	  were	  having	  this	  affair.	  He	  was	  a	  
married	  man,	  and	  it	  was	  a	  real	  heavy	  passionate	  kind	  of	  thing.	  We	  writ	  this	  
play	  and	  took	  it	  right	  on	  the	  stage”.	  –Patti	  Smith	  (Baker,1974)	  
	  
While	  re-­‐reading	  Cowboy	  Mouth,	  I	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  continuously	  draw	  
parallels	  to	  The	  Tooth	  Of	  Crime.	  Cavale	  in	  Cowboy	  Mouth	  often	  refers	  to	  herself	  as	  
“Crow”.	  She	  mentions	  she	  used	  to	  wear	  an	  eye	  patch.	  Then	  you	  jump	  to	  The	  
Tooth	  Of	  Crime,	  a	  tantrum	  of	  a	  script	  written	  after	  Sam	  Shepard	  broke	  off	  his	  
engagement	  with	  Cowboy	  Mouth	  after	  the	  first	  and	  only	  performance.	  It	  seems	  
Shepard	  left	  New	  York	  City	  after	  that	  first	  night	  of	  Cowboy	  Mouth	  (on	  a	  double	  
bill	  with	  Black	  Beast	  Bog	  Bait,	  starring	  his	  wife	  O-­‐Lan),	  moved	  his	  family	  to	  
London,	  and	  was	  still	  unable	  to	  let	  Patti	  Smith	  and	  the	  world	  she	  had	  cracked	  
open	  for	  him	  go.	  	  
Patti	  Smith	  introduced	  Sam	  Shepard	  to	  surrealist	  poets	  such	  as	  Rimbaud	  and	  
Mallarmé,	  and	  he	  was	  working	  through	  the	  same	  things	  those	  poets	  had	  been	  
chewing	  on	  through	  his	  word	  play	  in	  The	  Tooth	  Of	  Crime.	  Not	  to	  mention	  the	  
dream	  of	  a	  Rock	  and	  Roll	  Idol	  built	  from	  the	  fires	  of	  a	  creative	  and	  romantic	  
combustion.	  Crow	  is	  described	  upon	  his	  entrance	  as	  wearing	  an	  eye	  patch,	  which	  
is	  rarely,	  if	  ever,	  done	  in	  performance.	  In	  this,	  Crow	  evokes	  images	  of	  Cavale	  and	  
the	  play	  Sam	  and	  Patti	  wrote	  fervently	  in	  the	  Hotel	  Chelsea,	  passing	  a	  typewriter	  
back	  and	  forth	  on	  an	  old	  hotel	  bed,	  the	  platform	  of	  a	  torrid	  affair.	  	  
The	  Man	  I	  Made	  Up	  Is	  ME	  
I	  had	  known	  from	  the	  get-­‐go	  that	  if	  I	  were	  to	  tackle	  Sam	  Shepard,	  I	  would	  
have	  a	  lot	  to	  disrupt	  in	  terms	  of	  gender	  identity	  and	  performance;	  especially	  in	  a	  
show	  that	  was	  so	  inherently	  based	  in	  the	  appropriation	  of	  culture	  and	  style.	  I	  
had	  something	  to	  say.	  Dissecting	  the	  rights	  agreement	  with	  Samuel	  French,	  I	  was	  
sure	  there	  was	  nothing	  prohibiting	  me	  from	  casting	  women	  to	  play	  male	  
characters.	  As	  long	  as	  I	  didn’t	  change	  the	  gender	  of	  the	  character,	  I	  was	  in	  no	  
danger	  of	  violating	  the	  terms	  and	  conditions	  of	  the	  contract.	  I	  began	  to	  envision	  
The	  Tooth	  Of	  Crime	  as	  being	  comprised	  of	  an	  all	  female	  band,	  the	  members	  of	  
which	  would	  double	  as	  the	  incidental	  characters	  to	  accompany	  Hoss,	  Crow,	  and	  
Becky	  Lou	  on	  their	  journeys.	  I	  stuck	  to	  that	  contingent	  for	  a	  lengthy	  stretch	  of	  
time.	  It	  became	  inherently	  clear	  that	  a	  large	  portion	  of	  my	  reluctance	  to	  work	  on	  
Shepard	  emanated	  from	  his	  stance	  on	  females	  playing	  male	  roles.	  He’s	  as	  
infamous	  as	  the	  Beckett	  estate,	  and	  that	  perturbed	  me.	  	  
I	  was	  still	  running	  away	  from	  the	  script.	  	  
It’s	  infallible	  to	  reiterate	  how	  I	  ran	  screaming	  from	  a	  show	  that	  chased	  me,	  
but	  I	  RAN.	  Hard.	  And	  fast.	  
The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  is	  an	  intensely	  thick	  amalgamation	  of	  American	  Pop	  
Culture,	  artistic	  history,	  and	  political	  influence.	  I	  drenched	  myself	  in	  research	  
material	  in	  training	  for	  this	  rehearsal	  process.	  I	  was	  a	  fiend.	  Every	  line	  in	  that	  
script	  could	  be	  unpacked	  in	  an	  endless	  reel	  of	  association	  and	  meaning.	  While	  
examining	  and	  reading,	  I	  developed	  a	  Google	  Drive	  wherein	  articles	  and	  pieces	  
of	  text	  I	  found	  relevant	  and	  interesting	  were	  uploaded.	  As	  I	  worked	  towards	  a	  
rehearsal	  schedule	  and	  the	  narrative	  of	  actually	  doing	  Sam	  Shepard	  became	  a	  
concrete	  truth	  in	  my	  life,	  I	  began	  to	  realize	  WHY	  people	  LOVE	  Sam	  Shepard.	  
	   Shepard’s	  concept	  of	  space	  is	  beyond	  the	  confines	  of	  the	  stage.	  His	  plays	  exist	  
from	  the	  Pacific	  to	  the	  Atlantic,	  vast	  in	  measure	  and	  scope.	  	  His	  reality	  is	  an	  
unfathomable	  expanse	  of	  heritage	  as	  architecture	  that	  I	  navigated	  with	  a	  safe	  
curiosity.	  I	  say	  safe	  curiosity	  because	  I	  was	  able	  to	  take	  note	  of	  the	  intimate	  and	  
personal	  connections	  I	  have	  with	  Shepard	  and	  this	  story	  and	  not	  let	  it	  rule	  my	  
senses	  or	  run	  my	  life.	  The	  biggest	  lesson	  I	  learned	  in	  this	  process	  was	  how	  I	  
might	  be	  able	  to	  put	  my	  heart	  into	  a	  production	  without	  it	  getting	  destroyed	  for	  
a	  bit.	  The	  Greek	  word	  “meraki”	  mean	  to	  do	  something	  with	  creativity,	  soul,	  and	  
love;	  to	  put	  something	  of	  yourself	  into	  what	  you	  are	  doing.	  Until	  now,	  I’ve	  been	  
unable	  to	  sufficiently	  take	  care	  of	  myself	  while	  throwing	  heart	  and	  soul	  into	  the	  
work.	  The	  balance	  is	  essential.	  I	  hope	  I’ve	  cultivated	  an	  awareness	  of	  self	  that	  
allows	  for	  that	  balance	  to	  continue	  in	  my	  life.	  	  
Gathering	  supplementary	  material	  for	  the	  team,	  I	  knew	  it	  was	  imperative	  to	  
have	  everyone	  on	  the	  same	  page	  going	  into	  production	  design	  meetings	  and	  
rehearsal.	  With	  a	  script	  so	  open	  to	  interpretation,	  the	  last	  thing	  I	  wanted	  to	  do	  
was	  to	  make	  assumptions	  as	  to	  a	  company’s	  understanding	  of	  and	  agreements	  
on	  the	  world	  we	  were	  going	  to	  create.	  	  
I	  subscribed	  to	  Spotify6;	  poured	  over	  records;	  sifted	  through	  Soundcloud7;	  
brushed	  up	  on	  music	  theory;	  watched	  documentaries,	  western	  films,	  and	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
6	  Software	  designed	  to	  listen	  music	  by	  streaming,	  with	  the	  possibility	  to	  create	  and	  
share	  playlists.	  
	  
gangster	  films;	  read	  surrealist	  poetry;	  was	  a	  total	  sponge.	  The	  playlist	  I	  made	  on	  
Spotify	  aided	  in	  directing	  a	  trajectory	  of	  sound	  styles	  for	  Jill	  and	  Sam	  to	  work	  
from	  as	  well	  as	  unifying	  our	  vocabulary.	  We	  relied	  very	  heavily	  on	  electronic	  
communication	  when	  we	  built	  the	  songs,	  as	  Jill	  was	  in	  Maine,	  Sam	  was	  in	  
London,	  and	  I	  was	  in	  New	  York	  City.	  	  
	  
In	  The	  Dark,	  Heavy,	  Lurking	  
The	  first	  thing	  I	  needed	  to	  do	  with	  this	  production	  was	  to	  find	  a	  group	  of	  
designers	  who	  could	  work	  within	  a	  very	  particular	  budget	  towards	  a	  unified	  
aesthetic.	  I	  found	  myself	  with	  a	  concrete	  design	  team	  early	  on	  that	  consisted	  of	  
Scott	  Mancha	  on	  set,	  David	  Bengali	  on	  lights	  (and	  video,	  if	  necessary),	  Joey	  Blaha	  
on	  costumes,	  and	  Ariel	  Lauren	  on	  props.	  The	  one	  design	  element	  I	  was	  
particularly	  picky	  on	  locking	  down	  and	  insistent	  the	  designer	  be	  someone	  I	  had	  
never	  worked	  with	  before	  was	  sound.	  After	  an	  elaborate	  series	  of	  searches,	  
recommendations,	  and	  interviews,	  I	  found	  a	  sound	  designer.	  And	  then	  I	  lost	  him.	  
Lucky	  for	  me	  (and	  the	  production),	  the	  sound	  designer	  I	  had	  lost	  brought	  on	  a	  
guitarist	  who	  was	  willing	  and	  able	  to	  take	  on	  the	  sound	  design	  as	  well.	  And	  he	  
was	  incredible.	  	  
As	  a	  team,	  we	  had	  to	  investigate	  the	  way	  time	  and	  history	  worked	  in	  this	  
show.	  The	  language	  of	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  is	  all	  over	  the	  cultural	  map,	  and	  lends	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  An	  audio	  platform	  that	  enables	  sound	  creators	  to	  upload,	  record,	  promote	  and	  




no	  easy	  task	  to	  concrete	  place	  or	  time.	  For	  our	  production,	  we	  decided	  that	  this	  
show	  existed	  in	  an	  alternate	  post-­‐present.	  In	  our	  world,	  History	  chose	  the	  other	  
road	  at	  a	  fork	  in	  time	  just	  after	  1972	  (when	  the	  show	  was	  written).	  In	  our	  world,	  
Hoss	  exists	  in	  an	  alternate	  dimension,	  and	  the	  approaching	  Crow	  is	  pulling	  his	  
world	  back	  into	  historical	  reality,	  as	  the	  audience	  knows	  it.	  We	  spoke	  extensively	  
about	  the	  ramifications	  of	  Crow’s	  encroaching	  and	  how	  that	  affects	  Hoss’	  truth.	  
The	  image	  of	  a	  desert	  thunderstorm	  became	  the	  repeated	  air	  we	  were	  all	  drawn	  
to.	  Consequently,	  my	  language	  regarded	  Crow’s	  presence	  in	  Act	  One	  as	  a	  
thunderstorm	  rolling	  over	  the	  desert:	  at	  first	  presence,	  the	  storm	  is	  something	  
we	  can	  sense	  on	  a	  primal	  level	  through	  inborn	  awareness.	  As	  Crow	  gets	  closer,	  
our	  storm	  begins	  to	  directly	  change	  the	  chemical	  and	  digital	  make-­‐up	  of	  the	  
ritualistic	  mansion-­‐haven	  by	  disrupting	  the	  auditory	  and	  visual	  make-­‐up	  of	  our	  
foundation.	  	  
Through	  these	  conversations,	  David	  Bengali	  and	  I	  realized	  video	  might	  be	  a	  
helpful	  element	  in	  telling	  the	  story	  of	  Crow	  bringing	  Hoss’	  world	  back	  into	  the	  
present	  and	  actual.	  David	  is	  one	  of	  my	  favorite	  collaborators.	  Lucky	  for	  me,	  he	  
lives	  blocks	  away	  from	  Nash,	  and	  is	  always	  up	  for	  sitting	  in	  on	  a	  rehearsal	  if	  he	  
has	  a	  spare	  moment	  in	  his	  incredibly	  busy	  life.	  One	  night,	  about	  a	  week	  and	  a	  half	  
into	  the	  rehearsal	  process,	  he	  and	  I	  sat	  down	  with	  my	  assistant	  director	  and	  
walked	  through	  significant	  and	  iconic	  video	  images	  from	  television	  history.	  We	  
walked	  through	  the	  images	  that	  rang	  as	  relevant	  to	  our	  themes	  of	  rebellion,	  
questioning	  of	  stereotypes	  and	  monoliths,	  and	  pop	  culture.	  It	  was	  decided	  that	  
night	  that	  each	  of	  these	  flickers	  of	  thunder	  signifying	  Crow’s	  approach	  would	  be	  
accompanied	  by	  actual	  video	  images.	  The	  closer	  Crow	  got	  to	  Hoss’	  ‘mansion’,	  the	  
more	  recent	  the	  images	  would	  be	  from.	  David	  and	  I	  agreed	  on	  having	  twenty	  
“static	  blips”,	  which,	  in	  order,	  consisted	  of	  the	  following:	  The	  old	  Indian	  Head	  
test	  pattern	  that	  became	  familiar	  to	  post	  World	  War	  II	  Baby	  Boomers;	  a	  clip	  of	  
John	  Wayne	  introducing	  a	  young	  up-­‐and-­‐coming	  James	  Arness	  in	  the	  pilot	  
episode	  of	  Gunsmoke;	  I	  Love	  Lucy’s	  Vitameatavegamin	  Episode	  (particularly	  the	  
consumption	  scene	  on	  the	  assembly	  line);	  the	  introductory	  image	  of	  James	  
Arness	  in	  Gunsmoke;	  a	  cartoon	  image	  of	  Sputnik;	  the	  headline	  announcing	  
Marilyn	  Monroe’s	  death;	  Thích	  Quảng	  Đức,	  the	  Vietnamese	  monk	  who	  burned	  
himself	  to	  death	  in	  protest	  of	  the	  prosecution	  of	  Buddhists	  by	  the	  South	  
Vietnamese	  government;	  the	  assassination	  of	  Lee	  Harvey	  Oswald;	  The	  Beatles’	  
appearance	  on	  The	  Ed	  Sullivan	  Show;	  Dragnet;	  Walter	  Cronkite;	  Charlie’s	  Angels;	  
Mork	  and	  Mindy;	  The	  Buggles	  video	  for	  Video	  Killed	  The	  Radio	  Star;	  an	  Mtv	  logo	  
from	  the	  late	  80s;	  Tiananman	  Square’s	  Tank	  Man;	  Kurt	  Cobain	  and	  Nirvana;	  
Tupac;	  and	  finally,	  the	  Hubble	  Telescope’s	  image	  of	  the	  universe.	  	  
Eventually,	  Sound	  Designer	  Ryan	  Hopper	  would	  use	  sound	  from	  and	  inspired	  
by	  these	  images	  in	  his	  soundscape	  for	  the	  show.	  While	  we	  realized	  these	  “static	  
bleeps”	  were	  composed	  of	  Easter	  eggs	  that	  wouldn’t	  be	  easily	  recognized,	  they	  
provided	  a	  linear	  context	  for	  us	  as	  we	  worked	  through	  the	  action	  of	  Act	  One	  and	  
perhaps	  affect	  the	  progression	  of	  feelings	  in	  relation	  to	  the	  narrative.	  The	  
vocabulary	  that	  was	  born	  of	  this	  chronology	  of	  bleeps	  provided	  a	  framework	  for	  
David,	  Ryan,	  and	  myself	  to	  work	  within.	  	  
This	  language	  transferred	  to	  the	  top	  of	  Act	  Two,	  solving	  the	  problem	  of	  how	  
we	  get	  from	  Intermission	  to	  the	  second	  act.	  David	  suggested	  the	  flickering	  and	  
static	  be	  a	  part	  of	  the	  transition.	  	  As	  house	  lights	  go	  to	  half,	  flickering	  and	  tv	  static	  
gradually	  grow	  as	  Crow	  approaches	  the	  stage,	  with	  his	  energy	  and	  aura.	  	  There	  
could	  be	  a	  visual	  and	  auditory	  crescendo	  that	  built	  until	  it	  suddenly	  stopped,	  
with	  all	  eyes	  focused	  on	  Crow	  at	  the	  mic	  in	  a	  very	  simple	  look,	  but	  energy	  
balanced	  on	  a	  knife’s	  edge.	  The	  song	  we	  riffed	  off	  of	  for	  this	  idea	  was	  A	  Day	  In	  
The	  Life	  by	  The	  Beatles.	  David	  began	  to	  think	  of	  his	  sequence	  for	  the	  top	  of	  Act	  
Two	  as	  being	  the	  visual	  equivalent	  of	  the	  crescendo	  in	  that	  song.	  Ryan	  Hopper	  
complimented	  the	  visual	  element	  with	  a	  layered	  crescendo	  of	  the	  sounds	  that	  
had	  been	  trickling	  into	  the	  atmosphere	  over	  the	  course	  of	  Act	  One.	  The	  prompt	  
that	  I	  had	  given	  them	  for	  this	  part	  of	  the	  show	  was	  Crow	  was	  gathering	  up	  all	  of	  
the	  power	  and	  energy	  in	  the	  atmosphere,	  charging	  it	  up	  to	  it’s	  fullest	  potential,	  
and	  then	  sucking	  it	  into	  his	  soul.	  As	  the	  song	  developed,	  energy	  wanted	  to	  build	  
again	  in	  a	  different	  way,	  now	  that	  it	  was	  being	  channeled	  through	  Crow.	  	  
	  	  In	  working	  with	  the	  design	  team,	  it	  was	  essential	  that	  we	  develop	  a	  
vocabulary	  surrounding	  what	  the	  world	  of	  the	  play	  was	  in	  terms	  of	  time	  and	  
location.	  While	  it	  became	  evident	  early	  on	  that	  we	  were	  all	  interested	  in	  an	  
allegorical	  and	  abstract	  place,	  we	  needed	  to	  land	  in	  a	  very	  concrete	  location	  for	  
reference.	  The	  themes	  unearthed	  in	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  rhyme	  with	  my	  past8.	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
8	  Not	  only	  Rock	  and	  Roll,	  the	  death	  of	  the	  West,	  the	  game	  of	  power,	  and	  incessant	  
drug	  use	  by	  The	  King,	  but	  a	  man	  who	  wakes	  up	  one	  day	  to	  realize	  he	  is	  not	  the	  man	  
he	  dreamed	  he	  would	  become.	  	  
Therefore,	  I	  was	  interested	  in	  placing	  the	  action	  somewhere	  close	  to	  my	  
geographic	  homeland.	  	  
Scott	  Mancha	  and	  I	  pulled	  inspiration	  from	  the	  New	  Mexico	  landscape:	  
images	  of	  Red	  Rocks	  Amphitheatre	  in	  Colorado;	  Arches	  National	  Park	  in	  Utah;	  
CBGBs	  and	  other	  Dive	  Bars	  in	  New	  York’s	  1970s.	  It	  was	  important	  to	  us	  that	  this	  
mansion	  Hoss	  is	  trapped	  in	  be	  an	  open	  space	  and	  yet	  be	  claustrophobia	  inducing.	  
Countless	  questions	  arose	  with	  this	  space	  we	  needed	  to	  create:	  Why	  is	  Hoss	  
here?	  What	  are	  the	  creature	  comforts	  he	  has	  surrounded	  himself	  with?	  Is	  this	  
actually	  a	  mansion?	  What	  does	  “mansion”	  mean	  in	  this	  world?	  Our	  early	  
narrative	  landed	  on	  this	  space	  being	  where	  things	  were	  consumed	  and	  forgotten.	  
This	  was	  a	  place	  for	  the	  obsolete.	  	  
One	  of	  my	  core	  values	  is	  compensation,	  to	  pay	  the	  artists	  I	  work	  with,	  and	  the	  
budget	  for	  my	  thesis	  reflected	  that.	  Consequently,	  Scott’s	  materials	  budget	  for	  
the	  set	  was	  quite	  low.	  He	  was	  up	  for	  the	  task	  (in	  fact,	  motivated	  by	  the	  
challenge),	  and	  used	  his	  resources	  well.	  One	  of	  the	  benefits	  to	  hiring	  the	  
Columbia	  University	  Technical	  Director	  as	  the	  designer	  of	  my	  set	  was	  his	  access	  
to	  and	  knowledge	  of	  the	  materials	  that	  Columbia	  had	  at	  its	  disposal	  to	  begin	  
with.	  We	  often	  joked	  that	  the	  supplies	  that	  made	  up	  our	  set	  were	  a	  reflection	  of	  
the	  appropriation	  of	  style	  and	  culture	  represented	  in	  the	  narrative	  of	  the	  show.	  
Working	  within	  the	  financial	  confines	  truly	  opened	  our	  world	  exponentially.	  The	  
frugality	  became	  our	  poetry:	  we	  would	  only	  use	  physical	  materials	  that	  had	  been	  
used	  before;	  nothing	  new	  would	  be	  purchased.	  The	  only	  element	  of	  our	  design	  
that	  would	  be	  new	  or	  original	  would	  be	  the	  music	  in	  the	  songs	  and	  the	  
underscoring	  of	  guitar	  in	  the	  scenes.	  	  
	  
American	  Bandstand	  
Sam	  Shepard	  has	  written	  into	  his	  very	  esoteric	  stage	  directions	  that	  the	  band	  
is	  off	  stage.	  Sorry	  Sam,	  but	  I	  wanted	  them	  visibly	  present.	  Originally,	  the	  plan	  
was	  to	  have	  the	  band	  onstage	  for	  the	  entirety	  of	  the	  play.	  It	  became	  evident	  
through	  the	  course	  of	  rehearsals	  that	  there	  were	  moments	  where	  we	  needed	  the	  
band	  to	  be	  absent.	  The	  set	  design	  needed	  to	  have	  an	  air	  towards	  claustrophobia,	  
which	  is	  a	  challenge	  when	  you	  are	  setting	  the	  world	  outside	  in	  an	  open	  desert.	  
Scott’s	  answer	  to	  this	  challenge	  was	  to	  create	  a	  series	  of	  hard	  legs	  that	  leaned	  
into	  the	  space	  from	  either	  side	  of	  the	  wings.	  The	  two	  most	  prominent	  of	  these	  
wings	  were	  emblazoned	  with	  the	  image	  of	  two	  rock	  musicians	  lifted	  from	  an	  
obscure	  album	  cover	  from	  the	  70s.	  The	  wings	  provided	  easy	  means	  for	  the	  band	  
to	  quickly	  disappear	  and	  reappear.	  The	  images	  of	  the	  rock	  musicians	  were	  
reminiscent	  of	  Greek	  gods;	  ever	  present	  monoliths	  to	  an	  ideal	  higher	  power.	  
They	  were	  at	  once	  The	  Keepers,	  The	  Markers,	  The	  Bookies,	  The	  Game	  itself.	  	  
In	  early	  conversations	  about	  this	  world,	  I	  brought	  up	  Once	  Upon	  A	  Time	  In	  
The	  West9.	  The	  rhythm	  of	  that	  particular	  film	  intended	  to	  create	  the	  sensation	  of	  
the	  last	  gasp	  a	  person	  has	  before	  dying.	  According	  to	  director	  Sergio	  Leone,	  it	  
was,	  from	  start	  to	  finish,	  a	  dance	  of	  death.	  For	  a	  film	  about	  the	  ever-­‐present	  but	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
9	  A	  spaghetti	  western	  directed	  by	  Sergio	  Leone.	  The	  first	  western	  he	  directed	  after	  
The	  Good,	  The	  Bad,	  and	  The	  Ugly.	  Considered	  one	  of	  the	  greatest	  films	  of	  all	  time,	  
according	  to	  Empire	  magazine.	  It	  comes	  in	  at	  #14.	  	  
shape-­‐shifting	  violence	  that	  assassinates	  America's	  soul,	  Once	  Upon	  a	  Time	  in	  
The	  West	  was	  a	  natural	  point	  of	  reference	  for	  me	  in	  working	  on	  The	  Tooth	  of	  
Crime.	  Cause-­‐and-­‐effect	  relationship	  to	  narrative	  operates	  teasingly	  at	  first	  in	  
that	  film,	  and	  then,	  as	  we	  (the	  audience)	  begin	  to	  grasp	  the	  rules	  of	  the	  game	  of	  
the	  film,	  we	  begin	  to	  make	  narrative	  connections	  based	  on	  our	  understanding	  of	  
the	  way	  the	  space	  of	  the	  film	  operates.	  	  
Ennio	  Morricone	  and	  Sergio	  Leone	  were	  experimenting	  with	  a	  frugality	  of	  
dialogue	  in	  that	  film,	  which	  makes	  it	  an	  inverse	  of	  the	  experiment	  Shepard	  was	  
working	  on	  in	  The	  Tooth	  Of	  Crime.	  It	  seemed	  a	  Yin	  and	  Yang	  partnership,	  and	  
thus	  the	  first	  resource	  material	  for	  my	  particular	  approach	  to	  the	  play	  and	  our	  
atmospheric	  chemistry.	  	  
My	  respect	  for	  Morricone	  comes	  from	  his	  effective	  use	  of	  economy	  and	  
repetition	  to	  render	  anticipation	  with	  eloquence	  and	  sophistication.	  I	  was	  
seeking	  to	  emulate	  that	  economy	  in	  my	  staging,	  and	  encouraged	  economy	  in	  my	  
collaborator’s	  work	  as	  well.	  In	  the	  final	  scene	  of	  the	  film,	  Frank	  (Henry	  Fonda,	  in	  
a	  villainous	  role!)	  shows	  up	  to	  the	  newly	  developing	  Sweetwater	  to	  confront	  
Harmonica.	  After	  a	  long	  and	  drawn	  out	  film	  that	  traces	  the	  relation	  between	  
these	  two	  men	  we	  are	  finally	  given	  insight	  into	  the	  nature	  of	  Harmonica’s	  quest.	  
“What	  are	  you	  after?”	  Frank	  asks	  Harmonica.	  “What	  it	  means	  to	  die.”	  He	  
responds.	  We	  watch	  as	  they	  slowly	  make	  their	  way	  into	  a	  clearing.	  The	  image	  of	  
a	  vague	  figure	  on	  the	  desert	  horizon	  returns	  for	  a	  final	  time	  in	  this	  sequence.	  We	  
see	  a	  close	  up	  of	  Harmonica,	  a	  close	  up	  of	  Frank,	  and	  the	  image	  cascading	  back	  
and	  forth.	  The	  sequence	  is	  tense,	  the	  Harmonica	  Theme	  stronger	  than	  ever.	  	  
What	  makes	  this	  final	  confrontation	  with	  the	  figure	  in	  the	  desert	  unique	  is	  	  
that	  the	  camera	  lingers	  long	  enough	  for	  the	  figure	  to	  come	  into	  focus:	  it	  is	  a	  
younger	  version	  of	  Frank,	  and	  he	  is	  holding	  a	  harmonica.	  	  “Keep	  your	  ever	  loving	  
brother	  happy”,	  he	  says	  as	  he	  shoves	  the	  harmonica	  in	  a	  boy’s	  mouth,	  cuing	  an	  
electric	  guitar.	  The	  camera	  pans	  out	  to	  reveal	  a	  boot	  on	  either	  shoulder	  of	  the	  
boy.	  Panning	  out	  further,	  our	  suspicions	  are	  confirmed:	  this	  young	  boy	  is	  holding	  
up	  whom	  we	  can	  only	  assume	  is	  his	  brother,	  an	  older	  man	  with	  his	  head	  in	  a	  
noose,	  hanging	  from	  the	  bell	  of	  an	  arch.	  	  Ah	  ha!	  We	  now	  have	  an	  understanding	  
of	  the	  bells	  in	  the	  score!	  The	  theme	  of	  the	  bells	  had	  been	  alluding	  to	  this	  scene	  all	  
along.	  
The	  boy	  drops	  to	  the	  ground,	  the	  harmonica	  in	  his	  mouth.	  The	  insinuation	  is	  
that	  those	  four	  notes	  of	  the	  Harmonica	  Theme	  could	  be	  the	  notes	  the	  boy	  wailed	  
through	  the	  moment	  before	  and	  as	  he	  fell	  to	  the	  ground,	  securing	  his	  own	  
brother’s	  death.	  If	  we	  haven’t	  realized	  before,	  it	  is	  in	  this	  moment	  that	  we	  	  
understand	  for	  sure:	  Harmonica	  is	  that	  young	  boy,	  and	  the	  Harmonica	  Theme	  is	  
the	  representation	  of	  death,	  the	  warning	  of	  death,	  and	  the	  assurance	  of	  death.	  
The	  death	  rattle,	  as	  it	  were.	  
For	  me,	  this	  scene	  was	  a	  helpful	  analogy	  for	  the	  relationship	  between	  Crow	  
and	  Hoss	  and	  The	  Game	  in	  a	  world	  where	  Crow	  is	  equal	  to	  Harmonica,	  Frank	  to	  
both	  Hoss	  and	  The	  Game,	  and	  Harmonica’s	  brother	  a	  representation	  of	  Hoss	  and	  
Honor.	  Scott	  took	  the	  iconic	  image	  of	  the	  arch	  from	  that	  scene	  and	  placed	  it	  
upstage	  center	  of	  our	  space.	  The	  Arch	  became	  an	  ever-­‐present	  reminder	  of	  Hoss’	  
looming	  demise,	  an	  architectural	  metaphor	  for	  oppression	  and	  cyclical	  ritualistic	  
sacrifice,	  and	  our	  Gateway	  to	  The	  West.	  	  
Joey	  Blaha	  and	  I	  spent	  a	  lot	  of	  time	  sifting	  through	  images	  from	  the	  punk	  
scenes	  of	  the	  1950s,	  the	  1970s,	  and	  today	  for	  the	  band	  members,	  Doc,	  Hoss,	  and	  
Becky	  Lou.	  Crow	  existed	  in	  a	  palate	  more	  reminiscent	  of	  the	  late	  1980s.	  “As	  
though	  we	  have	  to	  push	  through	  the	  1980s	  to	  get	  to	  Today”,	  Scott	  had	  joked	  at	  
our	  third	  production	  meeting.	  Joey’s	  approach	  was	  Do-­‐It-­‐Yourself	  Shredder.	  He	  
asked	  cast	  and	  crew	  to	  bring	  in	  clothes	  that	  they	  wouldn’t	  mind	  donating	  to	  “the	  
cause”.	  From	  that	  collection	  he	  was	  able	  to	  piece	  together	  a	  pretty	  fantastic	  
wardrobe.	  “Bring	  me	  shit	  to	  cut	  up.	  I	  just	  want	  to	  cut	  a	  bunch	  of	  shit	  up.”	  Joey	  
kept	  exclaiming.	  “Let’s	  get	  CRUSTY.”	  
The	  costuming	  was	  our	  way	  into	  the	  lexicon	  the	  politics	  of	  our	  world	  had	  
been	  born	  from.	  Our	  team	  agreed	  that	  this	  was	  a	  culture	  emerging	  from	  
American	  Pop	  wherein	  the	  methods	  and	  language	  of	  rock	  and	  roll	  had	  replaced	  
political	  discourse.	  Hoss,	  Becky	  Lou,	  Star	  Man,	  Doc,	  and	  the	  band	  existed	  in	  a	  
sphere	  of	  reverence	  for	  the	  fathers	  of	  Rock	  and	  Roll.	  They	  were	  thus	  dressed	  in	  a	  
style	  that	  reflected	  those	  core	  values	  and	  aesthetic	  awareness.	  Crow,	  being	  a	  
character	  coming	  in	  from	  an	  Outside,	  had	  to	  have	  an	  element	  of	  other	  





And	  I	  Believe	  In	  My	  Mask	  
Conversations	  regarding	  clothing	  were	  where	  my	  team	  first	  began	  discussing	  
gender.	  My	  foremost	  resistance	  in	  doing	  Sam	  Shepard	  for	  my	  thesis	  was	  
surrounding	  not	  only	  his	  reluctance	  to	  give	  rights	  to	  the	  original	  version	  of	  this	  
script,	  but	  also	  in	  his	  views	  on	  gender	  performativity.	  While	  I	  had	  spent	  all	  of	  my	  
preparations	  for	  rehearsal	  certain	  that	  I	  wanted	  to	  work	  outside	  of	  the	  confines	  
of	  gender	  in	  one	  way	  or	  another,	  it	  wasn’t	  until	  the	  auditions	  that	  I	  became	  clear	  
as	  to	  how	  that	  might	  work.	  In	  auditions,	  I	  realized	  it	  wasn’t	  as	  important	  that	  the	  
band	  be	  all	  female	  as	  it	  was	  that	  Crow	  be	  played	  by	  a	  female	  performer.	  Casting	  
the	  role	  of	  Crow	  with	  a	  female	  actor	  answered	  a	  lot	  of	  the	  questions	  and	  
challenges	  the	  script	  presented	  to	  me.	  The	  door	  that	  opened	  was	  one	  of	  
possibility;	  I	  was	  not	  going	  to	  cast	  a	  female	  because	  it	  was	  a	  fun	  or	  rebellious	  
convention;	  I	  was	  going	  to	  cast	  a	  female	  if	  I	  found	  one	  that	  was	  the	  best	  fit	  for	  the	  
role.	  But,	  no	  matter	  what,	  the	  gender	  of	  the	  characters	  was	  not	  to	  change.	  The	  
performances	  were	  to	  be	  gender	  based	  in	  that	  every	  actor	  was	  performing	  not	  
only	  the	  character,	  but	  the	  gender	  of	  that	  character.	  That	  was	  truer	  for	  Hoss	  and	  
Becky	  Lou	  (both	  played	  by	  gender	  appropriate	  actors)	  as	  it	  was	  for	  Crow,	  Star	  
Man,	  or	  Doc	  (all	  male	  characters	  played	  by	  female	  actors).	  	  
Part	  of	  what	  made	  Rock	  and	  Roll	  ROCK	  AND	  ROLL	  to	  begin	  with	  was	  an	  
ambiguity	  in	  regards	  to	  the	  gestures,	  trappings,	  and	  air	  of	  gender	  stereotypes.10	  
“Try	  on	  some	  chick	  moves”,	  Crow	  instructs	  Hoss	  in	  Act	  Two,	  after	  the	  epic	  battle	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
10	  Sexuality	  unleashed.	  It	  was	  a	  revolution	  that	  had	  many	  outcries	  of	  “This	  music	  will	  
make	  your	  kids	  have	  sex	  with	  black	  people!”	  	  
of	  words	  and	  song	  that	  renders	  Hoss	  inept.	  The	  costuming	  wanted	  to	  reflect	  and	  
revere	  that	  ambiguity.	  	  
	  
Sussing	  Eyes	  
The	  process	  of	  finding	  a	  sound	  designer	  was	  an	  undertaking.	  I	  wrote	  an	  email	  
to	  friends	  and	  colleagues	  to	  let	  them	  know	  I	  was	  looking	  for	  someone	  who	  isn't	  
afraid	  to	  experiment,	  is	  interested	  in	  performing	  sound	  live,	  and	  has	  a	  sense	  of	  
play.	  There	  will	  be	  live	  music,	  I	  informed	  them.	  In	  addition	  to	  that,	  I	  was	  looking	  
for	  a	  very	  active	  and	  dynamic	  soundscape.	  From	  that	  email,	  I	  had	  an	  
overwhelmingly	  positive	  response	  and	  ended	  up	  interviewing	  five	  designers.	  I	  
was	  rich	  in	  talented	  people,	  and	  blessed	  with	  a	  difficult	  decision.	  	  
Initially,	  I	  hired	  Ian	  Sturgis	  Milliken11.	  Ian	  had	  an	  impressive	  dossier	  and	  
approached	  the	  script	  with	  an	  enthusiasm	  that	  matched	  my	  own,	  but	  with	  a	  care	  
to	  detail	  and	  tendency	  towards	  caution	  that	  was	  grounding	  for	  me.	  Through	  Ian,	  
we	  hired	  guitarist/musician/designer	  Ryan	  Hopper.	  This	  show	  was	  going	  to	  be	  
Ryan’s	  first	  show	  in	  New	  York	  City,	  which	  was	  incredibly	  exciting.	  In	  early	  
February,	  Ian	  had	  to	  leave	  the	  production.	  He	  suggested	  that	  Ryan	  Hopper	  do	  the	  
sound	  design	  as	  well	  as	  play	  guitar.	  Ryan	  and	  I	  had	  a	  conversation	  on	  the	  phone	  
that	  day	  and	  agreed	  to	  meet	  for	  coffee	  to	  see	  if	  it	  was	  a	  plausible	  fit	  for	  him.	  The	  
next	  day	  we	  met	  at	  a	  coffee	  shop	  in	  Brooklyn	  and	  had	  a	  two-­‐hour	  conversation.	  It	  
ended	  up	  being	  a	  match	  made	  in	  Heaven.	  Since	  Ian	  had	  already	  been	  conversing	  
with	  Ryan	  about	  his	  design,	  we	  had	  a	  shared	  vocabulary	  right	  off	  the	  bat.	  Ryan	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
11	  Note:	  his	  middle	  name	  is	  Sturgis!	  I’m	  a	  follower	  of	  Motif.	  	  
was	  somewhat	  weary	  of	  the	  idea	  of	  taking	  on	  all	  of	  the	  sound	  design	  and	  also	  
being	  on	  stage	  during	  the	  run	  of	  the	  show,	  but	  his	  excitement	  about	  the	  script	  
and	  the	  chance	  to	  design	  won	  in	  the	  end.	  	  
In	  one	  of	  the	  early	  meetings	  (before	  his	  departure),	  Ian	  had	  asked	  me	  if	  I	  
could	  pick	  three	  albums	  that	  best	  represented	  this	  production,	  what	  would	  they	  
be?	  I	  was	  so	  in	  love	  with	  that	  question	  that	  I	  chewed	  on	  it	  everyday.	  And	  the	  
answers	  changed	  often.12	  This	  constant	  inquisition	  was	  infectious.	  Three	  Albums	  
became	  a	  game	  that	  most	  of	  the	  cast	  and	  crew	  played	  over	  the	  course	  of	  our	  
rehearsal	  process.	  Ryan	  and	  I	  bounced	  albums	  and	  back	  and	  forth	  like	  
jackrabbits	  on	  crack.	  Something	  that	  interested	  and	  excited	  me	  was	  Quentin	  
Tarantino’s	  use	  of	  Dick	  Dale	  and	  The	  Deltones.	  Surf	  music	  reminded	  me	  of	  
spaghetti	  western	  music	  and	  was	  a	  call	  to	  the	  50s	  that	  seemed	  of	  the	  world	  we	  
were	  creating.	  Bands	  such	  as	  Jose	  Bold,	  Panda	  Bear,	  Radiohead,	  Spindrift,	  and	  
Person	  Pitch	  were	  heavy	  influences	  on	  the	  soundscapes.	  Music	  and	  Sound	  
wanted	  to	  exist	  together	  in	  a	  conversation	  where	  that	  conversation	  became	  a	  
character	  in	  the	  show.	  
Pop-­‐ish	  song	  structures	  obscured	  at	  times	  and	  repeated	  through	  noise	  and	  
unexpected	  production.	  The	  world	  of	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  is	  in	  flux.	  It	  struck	  Ryan	  
and	  I	  as	  a	  world	  where	  established	  rules	  and	  order	  might	  only	  appear	  as	  
organizing	  principles	  to	  the	  few	  fortunate	  enough	  to	  be	  on	  the	  outside.	  To	  the	  
outsider,	  there	  is	  no	  order:	  only	  the	  notion	  of	  change	  and	  personal	  guiding	  
desire.	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
12	  My	  initial	  impulse	  had	  been:	  OK	  Computer	  (Radiohead),	  A	  Ghost	  Is	  Born	  (Wilco),	  
and	  Horses	  (Patti	  Smith)	  
The	  sound	  design	  of	  the	  production	  wanted	  to	  deal	  with	  the	  tension	  that	  
exists	  when	  a	  structured	  world	  becomes	  interrupted	  by	  a	  new	  order,	  or	  lack	  
thereof.	  The	  soundscape	  guided	  the	  warps,	  distortions,	  sifts,	  and	  bends	  that	  were	  
results	  of	  the	  whim	  of	  that	  interrupting	  force.	  That	  changing	  soundscape	  was	  to	  
provide	  a	  means	  into	  the	  emotional	  journey	  Hoss	  takes	  as	  he	  meets	  his	  eventual	  
undoing.	  The	  live	  scoring	  and	  performance	  techniques	  were	  designed	  to	  create	  a	  
sound	  world	  that	  could	  change	  over	  time	  and	  occasionally	  have	  harsh	  
interruptions,	  or	  hiccups,	  from	  the	  outside	  force	  until	  no	  difference	  exists	  
between	  the	  two.	  	  As	  Ryan	  put	  it	  in	  a	  text	  message	  to	  me	  before	  the	  first	  
rehearsal	  and	  design	  presentations:	  “What	  I	  want	  to	  say	  is:	  its	  gonna	  fucking	  
rock.	  And:	  I	  hope	  you	  like	  dissonant,	  ambient,	  layered,	  awesome	  guitar	  music.”	  
As	  much	  of	  a	  Rock-­‐Star	  as	  Ryan	  Hopper	  is,	  one	  role	  he	  wouldn’t	  be	  able	  to	  fill	  
was	  someone	  listening	  to	  the	  show	  from	  the	  house	  in	  tech.	  We	  needed	  to	  find	  
someone	  who	  could	  guide	  the	  soundboard	  operator	  and	  offer	  suggestions	  to	  the	  
band	  on	  the	  overall	  mix.	  Ryan	  could	  make	  very	  informed	  guesses	  at	  the	  mixing	  
as	  we	  pieced	  the	  show	  together,	  but	  in	  runs	  and	  tech,	  he	  would	  be	  helpless.	  As	  
we	  discussed	  possible	  solutions	  to	  our	  dilemma,	  Harrison	  Adams,	  one	  of	  the	  
designers	  I	  had	  interviewed,	  came	  to	  mind.	  He	  had	  stuck	  out	  as	  someone	  I	  
wanted	  to	  work	  with	  in	  the	  future,	  and	  I	  would	  have	  hired	  him,	  but	  there	  was	  a	  
bit	  of	  tension	  and	  aggression	  in	  our	  meeting,	  and	  I	  scared	  me	  off.	  I	  humbly	  
emailed	  Harrison	  and	  asked	  if	  he	  would	  be	  willing	  to	  come	  in	  for	  two	  days	  
during	  tech	  to	  help	  us	  out	  as	  a	  sound	  engineer.	  Miraculously,	  he	  said	  yes.	  Of	  
course,	  as	  this	  was	  a	  technical	  position,	  I	  agreed	  to	  pay	  him	  a	  reasonable	  and	  fair	  
day	  rate.	  It	  was	  worth	  it	  to	  give	  Ryan	  an	  environment	  where	  he	  could	  work	  on	  
the	  challenges	  that	  the	  show	  brought	  up	  as	  opposed	  to	  stressing	  through	  the	  
trials	  looming	  in	  the	  future,	  beyond	  our	  control.	  	  
	  
The	  Trappings	  Of	  War	  
A	  popular	  question	  in	  the	  early	  stages	  of	  design	  conversations	  was	  “What	  are	  
you	  going	  to	  do	  about	  the	  cheerleaders?!”	  My	  knee	  jerk	  reaction	  to	  this	  question	  
was	  that	  I	  was	  not	  going	  to	  deal	  with	  the	  cheerleaders	  at	  all.	  When	  I	  say	  the	  
cheerleaders,	  I	  am	  referring	  to	  stage	  directions	  Sam	  Shepard	  has	  during	  the	  
battle/boxing	  match/duel/musical	  joust	  between	  Hoss	  and	  Crow	  in	  Act	  Two.	  My	  
resistance	  to	  the	  cheerleaders	  was	  due	  to	  the	  language	  Sam	  Shepard	  used	  to	  
describe	  them.	  “All	  the	  other	  characters	  from	  Act	  One	  come	  on	  dressed	  in	  purple	  
cheerleader	  outfits…..the	  do	  a	  shuffle	  step	  and	  stupid	  routines	  just	  like	  at	  the	  
football	  games”.	  The	  phrase	  STUPID	  ROUTINES	  made	  me	  squeamish.	  I	  was	  so	  
resistant	  to	  that	  language	  that	  I	  didn’t	  even	  think	  to	  question	  why	  the	  
cheerleaders	  were	  there	  or	  what	  purpose	  that	  image	  could	  serve.	  Now,	  granted,	  I	  
didn’t	  get	  rid	  of	  them	  exactly,	  but	  I	  wanted	  to	  explore	  what	  a	  cheerleader	  could	  
be	  in	  this	  world.	  	  
That’s	  the	  dangerous	  freedom	  of	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime;	  the	  realm	  of	  possibility	  
is	  so	  great	  that	  the	  tendency	  towards	  interpretation	  or	  adaptation	  is	  exceedingly	  
tempting.	  I	  had	  this	  idea	  that	  I	  could	  fit	  the	  battle	  into	  a	  mostly	  western	  duel	  
aesthetic	  and	  I	  adamantly	  pushed	  towards	  that	  end	  result.	  That	  is,	  until	  I	  listened	  
to	  a	  recent	  Radiolab	  episode	  covering	  the	  rise	  of	  American	  Football.	  	  
Football	  has	  played	  a	  part	  in	  the	  sidelines	  of	  my	  life.	  I’ve	  played	  it	  a	  few	  
disastrous	  times,	  always	  enjoyed	  watching	  it,	  and	  have	  had	  a	  team	  I	  root	  for.	  
That	  episode	  of	  Radiolab	  woke	  me	  up	  to	  the	  history	  of	  the	  sport	  and	  its	  
relevance	  to	  The	  Tooth	  Of	  Crime.	  I	  wondered	  if	  Shepard	  knew	  how	  brilliant	  his	  
clashing	  imagery	  was.	  In	  the	  end,	  his	  awareness	  wasn’t	  as	  important	  as	  mine.	  
What	  mattered	  was	  that	  I	  stopped	  ignoring	  those	  images.	  	  
The	  episode	  speaks	  to	  the	  brutality	  of	  football,	  and	  how	  that	  raw	  violence	  
was	  in	  response	  to	  the	  environment	  the	  generation	  that	  started	  football	  grew	  up	  
in.	  They	  had	  no	  way	  to	  prove	  their	  manliness	  because	  The	  West	  was	  won.	  There	  
was	  no	  war	  to	  left	  to	  fight13.	  	  The	  rules	  kept	  changing	  and	  the	  game	  kept	  
escalating	  and	  evolving	  until	  it	  became	  what	  it	  is	  now.	  And	  football	  will	  continue	  
to	  evolve.	  The	  game	  is	  designed	  to	  change.	  Football	  is	  a	  sport	  for	  people	  who	  
“play	  outside	  the	  code”.	  That’s	  how	  the	  game	  came	  to	  be	  what	  it	  is	  today.	  The	  
forward	  pass	  spiral	  ever	  thrown	  was	  because	  coaches	  like	  Pop	  Warner	  
negotiated	  their	  way	  through	  the	  written	  rules	  towards	  innovation.	  Those	  
negotiations	  came	  at	  a	  point	  in	  history	  where	  football	  faced	  a	  possible	  
annihilation.	  Negotiations	  with	  top	  officials	  in	  the	  year	  1905	  ensured	  that	  
measures	  were	  taken	  to	  continue	  the	  practice	  of	  the	  sport.14	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
13	  This	  is	  a	  similar	  society	  that	  Rock	  and	  Roll	  was	  born	  out	  of:	  post	  war	  America.	  	  
14	  President	  Theodore	  Roosevelt	  had	  a	  son	  playing	  for	  Harvard	  in	  his	  freshman	  year,	  
and	  thus	  expressed	  concerns	  regarding	  the	  brutality	  of	  the	  sport.	  That	  December,	  
representatives	  from	  62	  schools	  met	  to	  change	  the	  rules	  of	  the	  game	  to	  make	  it	  
safer.	  (Smithsonian,	  2010)	  	  
In	  the	  early	  days,	  football	  was	  more	  akin	  to	  war	  than	  sport.	  Referees	  were	  
introduced	  to	  the	  playing	  field	  to	  address	  the	  brutality	  and	  the	  rule	  bending	  by	  
the	  Pop	  Warners	  of	  the	  industry.	  	  
A	  huge	  portion	  of	  Radiolab’s	  report	  is	  on	  the	  Carlisle	  Indian	  School	  and	  its	  
team.	  Pop	  Warner	  was	  their	  coach.	  The	  school	  was	  created	  as	  a	  place	  to	  
assimilate	  the	  children	  of	  the	  Native	  Americans	  who	  had	  been	  displaced	  by	  the	  
pioneers’	  expansion	  West.	  There	  is	  a	  chilling	  section	  of	  the	  podcast	  where	  the	  
Radiolab	  team	  walks	  out	  onto	  the	  field	  of	  the	  Carlisle	  Indian	  School	  that	  played	  a	  
key	  role	  in	  the	  design	  of	  the	  scene	  where	  Hoss	  learns	  the	  tricks	  of	  the	  Gypsy	  
through	  Crow.	  The	  field	  is	  empty,	  but	  seems	  to	  carry	  the	  weight	  of	  a	  rich	  past.	  
Over	  the	  microphone,	  you	  can	  hear	  the	  silence.	  On	  a	  football	  field,	  silence	  sounds	  
like	  the	  clanging	  of	  the	  flag	  on	  the	  flagpole	  and	  the	  wind	  through	  the	  grass.	  
Silence	  on	  a	  football	  field	  is	  deafening.	  With	  the	  absence	  of	  the	  cheers	  from	  the	  
crowd,	  blow	  horns,	  the	  thud	  of	  bodies	  slamming	  into	  bodies,	  and	  whistles,	  the	  
ear	  strains	  to	  fill	  the	  absence	  with	  the	  memory	  of	  these	  sounds.	  It’s	  an	  
exhausting	  silence.	  	  
That	  chunk	  of	  radio	  cracked	  the	  universe	  wide	  open	  for	  me.	  It	  was	  well	  into	  
the	  rehearsal	  process,	  but	  I	  realized	  there	  was	  no	  way	  of	  running	  from	  the	  
images	  that	  Shepard	  was	  slamming	  ferociously	  together.	  Put	  these	  iconic	  
anthems	  to	  American	  Culture	  up	  against	  each	  other	  and	  let	  meaning	  come	  out	  of	  
that	  alchemy.	  I	  was	  reminded	  of	  Crazy	  Clown	  Time,	  a	  music	  video	  that	  David	  
Lynch	  had	  made	  and	  my	  cohort	  Jimmy	  Maize	  and	  I	  had	  watched	  endless	  nights	  
over	  the	  past	  three	  years.	  As	  is	  my	  custom,	  I	  sent	  links	  to	  the	  podcast	  and	  the	  
music	  video	  to	  the	  entire	  team	  of	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  and	  told	  them	  the	  news	  that	  
we	  would	  be	  bringing	  the	  cheerleaders	  into	  the	  show.	  I*	  
While	  this	  show	  had	  no	  formal	  dramaturge,	  I	  considered	  the	  entire	  cast	  and	  
crew	  a	  part	  of	  the	  dramaturgy	  team.	  The	  nature	  of	  this	  particular	  beast	  is	  a	  
plethora	  of	  references	  and	  source	  material	  erupts	  any	  time	  you	  go	  into	  the	  
script,	  and	  we	  were	  all	  equally	  hungry	  for	  knowledge	  and	  understanding.	  
Anytime	  I	  wasn’t	  in	  rehearsals	  for	  this	  show	  I	  was	  reading,	  contemplating,	  
searching,	  and	  sifting	  through	  research.	  I	  would	  send	  elaborately	  packed	  emails	  
to	  the	  team	  with	  “homework”,	  and	  they	  ate	  it	  up	  and	  responded	  with	  their	  own	  
insights	  and	  questions.	  As	  we	  systematically	  unpacked	  this	  show,	  we	  continued	  
to	  grow	  more	  and	  more	  in	  awe	  of	  each	  other	  and	  the	  genius	  of	  this	  text.	  For	  all	  of	  
its	  problems	  and	  inconsistencies,	  or	  perhaps	  because	  of	  them,	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  
is	  Divine	  Genius;	  a	  true	  masterpiece.	  	  
	  
Navigating	  Realness	  
Another	  (and	  apparently	  RARE)	  person	  on	  my	  design	  team	  was	  our	  
Properties	  Designer,	  Ariel	  Lauren.	  Ariel	  had	  worked	  for	  me	  as	  a	  Props	  Artisan	  
Intern	  at	  Intiman	  Theatre,	  and	  was	  a	  great	  mind	  to	  have	  on	  the	  design	  team.	  Her	  
excitement,	  enthusiasm,	  and	  innovation	  are	  unparalleled.	  It	  should	  be	  noted	  that	  
the	  production	  staff	  at	  Columbia	  University	  made	  many	  comments	  to	  the	  
existence	  of	  a	  props	  designer	  on	  my	  thesis,	  as	  though	  that	  was	  a	  signifier	  that	  
“Maridee	  means	  business”.	  That,	  or	  I	  am	  utterly	  ridiculous.	  It’s	  hard	  to	  tell	  with	  
those	  folks.	  
In	  a	  world	  where	  the	  violent	  systems	  of	  politic	  are	  dealt	  with	  in	  terms	  of	  
Rock	  and	  Roll;	  hits,	  and	  charts,	  and	  marks	  take	  on	  double	  (and	  sometimes	  triple)	  
meaning.	  There	  were	  forays	  in	  the	  land	  of	  props	  where	  we	  pondered	  the	  use	  of	  
metaphors.	  	  One	  of	  the	  changes	  Sam	  Shepard	  made	  in	  the	  revised	  script	  was	  his	  
descriptions	  of	  the	  weapons	  went	  from	  being	  polished	  firearms	  to	  junk	  car	  parts	  
and	  broken	  guitars.	  Again,	  the	  temptation	  to	  interpret	  was	  ever-­‐present.	  
Eventually,	  we	  decided	  that	  the	  weapons	  should	  all	  be	  fantastically	  real.	  That	  
decision,	  or	  self-­‐imposed	  rule,	  helped	  us	  to	  navigate	  what	  the	  “shivs”	  were	  as	  
well.	  The	  presence	  of	  dangerous	  seeming	  weaponry	  served	  the	  play	  more	  than	  
metaphorical	  weapons	  would.	  The	  guns,	  shivs,	  and	  drugs	  all	  served	  to	  ground	  
the	  story	  in	  a	  tactile	  and	  visceral	  place.	  They	  provided	  anchors	  in	  a	  sea	  of	  
metaphor	  and	  simile.	  	  
Our	  dealings	  with	  the	  actual	  violence	  in	  the	  play	  proved	  a	  profound	  
challenge.	  Initially,	  Ariel	  and	  I	  agreed	  that	  the	  shootings	  of	  the	  characters	  should	  
be	  as	  gory	  and	  realistic	  as	  possible.	  Budget	  and	  logistics	  proved	  to	  work	  against	  
that	  hopeful	  plan,	  and	  we	  ended	  up	  coming	  to	  the	  conclusion	  that	  the	  gunshots	  
would	  not	  produce	  blood.	  This	  treatment	  of	  violence	  was	  justified	  in	  our	  
dealings	  with	  the	  shiv	  dummy	  Hoss	  practices	  on	  in	  Act	  One.	  Per	  the	  stage	  
directions,	  our	  dummy	  (lovingly	  called	  Bergdorf,	  after	  his	  namesake)	  would	  
bleed.	  	  
The	  interaction	  Hoss	  has	  with	  the	  dummy	  is	  inconsistent	  in	  Shepard’s	  stage	  
directions	  (one	  of	  the	  most	  frustrating	  of	  aspects	  of	  the	  script).	  Hoss	  stabs	  the	  
dummy	  at	  least	  three	  times	  according	  to	  Shepard’s	  stage	  directions.	  The	  first	  
time,	  Hoss	  stabs	  the	  dummy	  in	  the	  heart	  in	  search	  of	  the	  Heart	  of	  a	  Gypsy	  and	  
nothing	  happens.	  The	  second	  time,	  Hoss	  stabs	  the	  dummy	  in	  the	  neck	  exclaiming	  
“Maybe	  yer	  colder	  than	  that!	  Maybe	  it	  pumps	  from	  the	  neck	  down.”	  and	  blood	  
gushes	  out.	  There	  is	  no	  acknowledgement	  of	  the	  gushing	  blood	  in	  Hoss’	  text	  (nor	  
was	  there	  in	  the	  performance	  of	  the	  actor,	  for	  that	  matter),	  and	  Hoss	  continues	  
his	  search.	  The	  third	  time,	  he	  stabs	  the	  dummy	  in	  the	  stomach	  and	  nothing	  
happens.	  	  The	  conclusion	  Hoss	  draws	  from	  this	  series	  of	  events	  is	  that	  there	  is	  no	  
heart	  to	  a	  gypsy.	  We	  are	  left	  to	  wonder	  why	  there	  was	  no	  acknowledgement	  of	  
the	  clearly	  visible	  blood	  running	  down	  the	  dummy’s	  chest.	  Just	  prior	  to	  this	  
scene,	  Hoss	  has	  shot	  up	  a	  bunch	  of	  heroin.	  Is	  the	  inconsistency	  a	  result	  of	  his	  
mental	  and	  physical	  state?	  Is	  the	  blood	  a	  signifier	  to	  the	  audience	  that	  Crow	  is	  
coming?	  For	  me,	  the	  hiccup	  in	  that	  scene	  became	  a	  metaphor	  for	  Death.	  Despite	  
all	  signs	  pointing	  towards	  Hoss’	  fall,	  despite	  Hoss’	  own	  awareness	  of	  the	  fight	  
he’s	  coming	  up	  against,	  he	  fails	  to	  accept	  his	  fate.	  And	  how	  can	  he?	  What	  sense	  is	  
there	  in	  fighting,	  in	  continuing	  to	  survive,	  if	  all	  efforts	  are	  futile?	  
The	  bigger	  things	  that	  existed	  in	  the	  land	  of	  the	  scenic	  were	  of	  a	  metaphoric	  
or	  abstract	  nature.	  As	  we	  got	  smaller	  in	  physical	  scale,	  the	  elements	  of	  the	  tactile	  
world	  became	  more	  and	  more	  real.	  So	  the	  crossover	  from	  scenery	  to	  properties	  
was	  a	  crossover	  in	  approach	  as	  well	  as	  responsibility	  and	  ownership.	  	  	  
There	  were	  some	  props	  that	  Sam	  Shepard	  included	  in	  his	  stage	  directions	  
that	  did	  not	  make	  it	  into	  the	  show.	  Most	  notably,	  the	  Cheerleaders	  were	  
described	  as	  having	  signs	  with	  them	  that	  read	  “Victory!”	  and	  “Score!”.	  While	  the	  
physical	  signs	  would	  not	  find	  their	  way	  onto	  our	  stage,	  the	  words	  described	  in	  
the	  script	  as	  being	  on	  signs	  found	  their	  way	  into	  the	  two	  tv	  screens	  downstage	  
right	  of	  Hoss’	  desk.	  Those	  television	  screens,	  however	  small	  they	  were	  in	  
relation	  to	  the	  rest	  of	  the	  space,	  provided	  an	  excellent	  element	  of	  spice	  to	  the	  
overall	  aesthetic	  of	  the	  show.	  Once	  I	  came	  to	  terms	  with	  and	  embraced	  the	  
necessity	  of	  the	  cheerleaders,	  Ariel	  began	  building	  pom-­‐poms	  out	  of	  recycled	  
plastic	  bags.	  	  
	   Throughout	  rehearsals,	  we	  worked	  with	  an	  understanding	  that	  the	  
microphone	  Hoss	  used	  in	  Act	  One	  would	  have	  a	  cord	  and	  that	  the	  introduction	  of	  
wireless	  microphones	  would	  come	  with	  Crow’s	  arrival.	  The	  corded	  mics	  in	  Act	  
One	  were	  in	  compliance	  with	  our	  rule	  that	  Hoss’	  world	  existed	  in	  and	  before	  the	  
1970s.	  With	  the	  introduction	  of	  Crow	  and	  the	  forcing	  of	  Hoss’	  universe	  into	  the	  
actual	  history	  according	  to	  the	  real	  world,	  it	  was	  important	  to	  have	  that	  tether	  to	  
the	  microphone.	  The	  physical	  relationship	  Hoss	  had	  to	  his	  microphone	  cable	  
became	  an	  elaborate	  dance.	  There	  was	  a	  lot	  of	  research	  put	  into	  how	  both	  Hoss	  
and	  Becky	  Lou	  should	  treat	  the	  microphone	  cable	  and	  stand	  in	  relation	  to	  the	  
music	  they	  were	  performing.	  Jimmy	  Paige	  and	  Janis	  Joplin	  provided	  guidance	  
and	  inspiration	  in	  how	  those	  two	  might	  interact	  with	  the	  microphone,	  cable,	  and	  
microphone	  stands.	  In	  the	  end,	  we	  had	  to	  abandon	  the	  cabled	  microphone	  in	  
tech	  and	  replace	  it	  with	  a	  wireless	  unit.	  The	  cable	  simply	  presented	  too	  many	  
safety	  concerns	  to	  our	  Technical	  Director/Scenic	  Designer.	  I	  agreed;	  it	  was	  much	  
more	  important	  to	  take	  every	  precaution	  possible	  to	  ensure	  the	  safety	  of	  the	  
performers.	  And	  while	  I	  had	  yet	  to	  get	  Javan	  Nelson	  (the	  actor	  playing	  Hoss)	  to	  
go	  any	  real	  place	  of	  vulnerability	  or	  danger,	  the	  hope	  was	  that	  he	  could	  reach	  the	  
fervent	  desperation	  that	  Shepard’s	  text	  called	  for.	  With	  that	  in	  mind,	  and	  the	  
tendency	  towards	  disaster	  a	  length	  of	  cord	  across	  a	  stage	  invites,	  we	  let	  the	  
cabled	  microphone	  go.	  	  
Props	  that	  were	  not	  in	  the	  script	  made	  their	  way	  into	  the	  show;	  some	  out	  of	  
necessity,	  some	  out	  of	  the	  impulse	  of	  actors	  or	  designers.	  The	  latter	  was	  
something	  I	  rode	  passively	  at	  times,	  eager	  to	  see	  what	  the	  addition	  of	  props	  did	  
to	  the	  relationships	  between	  the	  characters	  and	  the	  relationship	  of	  the	  character	  
to	  the	  audience.	  Most	  notably,	  I	  am	  referring	  to	  the	  sunglasses.	  The	  sunglasses	  
were	  a	  double-­‐edged	  sword:	  while	  it	  was	  interesting	  to	  have	  that	  element	  of	  
Rock	  and	  Roll	  in	  the	  wardrobe,	  the	  sunglasses	  (especially	  Hoss’	  mirrored	  pair)	  
were	  a	  barrier	  between	  the	  actor	  and	  the	  audience.	  This	  became	  was	  a	  bold	  
choice	  to	  make,	  and	  I	  supported	  it	  with	  curiosity	  in	  the	  name	  of	  experimentation.	  	  
The	  introduction	  of	  the	  sunglasses	  came	  in	  the	  first	  staging	  rehearsal	  with	  
Hoss.	  Javan	  Nelson	  asked	  if	  anybody	  had	  a	  pair	  and	  I	  leant	  him	  a	  pair	  of	  rubber	  
sunglasses	  I	  had	  bought	  at	  a	  yard	  sale	  in	  Walla	  Walla,	  WA	  the	  past	  summer.	  
Javan	  hung	  onto	  those	  sunglasses	  for	  the	  entirety	  of	  the	  rehearsal	  process.	  When	  
we	  moved	  to	  The	  Connelly,	  Joey	  showed	  up	  with	  a	  pair	  of	  aviator	  glasses,	  and	  
those	  became	  Hoss’	  trademark	  face.	  While	  I	  was	  willing	  to	  entertain	  the	  
sunglasses	  as	  an	  accessory,	  they	  did	  make	  it	  difficult	  for	  me	  to	  connect	  with	  
Javan	  in	  the	  rehearsal	  room,	  because	  I	  was	  always	  looking	  into	  a	  mirror.	  Eyes	  
truly	  are	  the	  window	  to	  the	  soul,	  and	  I	  rarely	  got	  to	  see	  his.	  	  
As	  radical	  as	  it	  may	  sound,	  I	  believe	  the	  overall	  production	  suffered	  because	  
of	  this	  disconnect.	  The	  inclusion	  of	  sunglasses	  into	  the	  narrative	  offered	  an	  
opportunity	  to	  expose	  the	  moments	  when	  Hoss	  and	  Crow	  were	  most	  vulnerable.	  
As	  much	  as	  the	  sunglasses	  were	  on	  the	  characters’	  faces,	  the	  moments	  when	  they	  
were	  taken	  off	  became	  key.	  In	  moments	  were	  Hoss	  was	  struggling	  to	  find	  
meaning	  in	  the	  events	  of	  the	  show,	  he	  took	  off	  the	  glasses	  and	  allowed	  the	  
audience	  into	  his	  soul.	  When	  Doc	  comes	  in	  to	  diagnose	  and	  treat	  Hoss	  with	  a	  
prescription	  of	  heroin,	  the	  sunglasses	  come	  off,	  allowing	  Doc	  clean	  and	  clear	  
means	  of	  gauging	  Hoss’	  physical	  state.	  	  
The	  band	  was	  on	  stage	  for	  110	  minutes	  every	  night,	  so	  Ariel	  and	  I	  formulated	  
a	  plan	  to	  keep	  them	  hydrated:	  whiskey	  bottles.	  Each	  band	  member	  had	  a	  rather	  
large	  bottle	  of	  “whiskey”	  at	  their	  music	  stand	  to	  quench	  their	  thirst.	  Another	  
addition	  to	  the	  props	  matrix	  was	  a	  flask	  for	  Crow	  to	  carry	  around	  so	  that	  he	  
could	  attack	  the	  songs	  and	  battle	  in	  Act	  Two	  with	  the	  lubrication	  and	  energy	  
needed	  to	  literally	  kill	  Hoss	  with	  his	  music.	  
About	  halfway	  through	  tech,	  Scott	  Mancha	  introduced	  a	  collection	  of	  items	  
onto	  Hoss’	  desk	  as	  decoration.	  As	  it	  was	  in	  part	  of	  the	  process	  where	  I	  was	  
juggling	  the	  myriad	  elements	  of	  the	  show	  coming	  together,	  I	  agreed	  to	  the	  items	  
on	  the	  desk	  when	  he	  brought	  it	  up	  in	  passing.	  The	  next	  morning,	  there	  was	  an	  
arsenal	  of	  artifacts	  on	  and	  around	  the	  desk:	  two	  taxidermy	  weasels,	  desk	  toys,	  a	  
folder,	  a	  quill,	  and	  antlers	  to	  hold	  the	  wireless	  mics.	  The	  actors	  became	  very	  
concerned,	  as	  they	  were	  staged	  on	  and	  around	  the	  desk	  often.	  “I	  mean,	  I	  just	  
don’t	  feel	  comfortable	  assaulting	  myself	  while	  sitting	  on	  taxidermy”,	  said	  Libby	  
Matthews,	  the	  woman	  playing	  Becky	  Lou.	  She	  had	  a	  point.	  It	  was	  a	  rapid-­‐fire	  
negotiation	  pressured	  by	  a	  need	  to	  start	  a	  run,	  but	  we	  were	  able	  to	  come	  to	  an	  
agreement	  after	  a	  few	  trials.	  The	  taxidermy	  weasels	  Scott	  had	  brought	  in	  were	  
moved	  to	  the	  side	  corners	  of	  the	  desk	  and	  became	  beloved	  show	  mascots	  by	  the	  
end	  of	  the	  run.	  There	  was	  a	  Newton’s	  Cradle	  made	  out	  of	  Barbie	  heads	  that	  
Becky	  Lou	  eventually	  became	  very	  fixated	  with.	  “The	  Barbies	  remind	  me	  of	  who	  
Becky	  Lou	  was	  before	  she	  was	  assaulted;”	  Libby	  told	  me	  before	  the	  opening	  
night	  run,	  “They	  haunt	  me.”	  And,	  of	  course,	  the	  microphone	  holder	  was	  a	  
solution	  to	  the	  problem	  of	  microphones	  rolling	  off	  of	  the	  desk,	  which	  made	  
everyone	  happy.	  
	  
Red	  Rocks	  Peep	  Show	  
	   I	  believe	  that	  for	  the	  players	  in	  these	  events,	  there	  is	  a	  growing	  awareness	  of	  
the	  audience	  and	  a	  conscious	  letting	  them	  in	  at	  moments,	  realizing	  the	  effects	  of	  
their	  voyeurism	  at	  others,	  and	  seeking	  their	  love,	  approval	  and	  support	  in	  even	  
others.	  The	  audience’s	  gaze	  and	  their	  exchanges	  with	  performers	  change	  the	  
temperature	  of	  the	  narrative	  drive,	  the	  action,	  and	  the	  characters	  relationship	  to	  
the	  events	  of	  the	  show.	  They	  are	  the	  barometers;	  they	  are	  the	  Keepers.	  
	   To	  use	  a	  familiar	  filmic	  structure	  as	  analogy,	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  is	  a	  
documentary	  of	  a	  concert	  or	  a	  band.	  When	  the	  seven	  songs	  are	  in	  concert	  
performance,	  the	  audience	  is	  the	  center	  of	  attention.	  In	  the	  private	  moments	  
“behind	  the	  scenes”,	  the	  audience	  becomes	  voyeurs	  let	  in	  on	  the	  secret	  lives	  of	  
the	  stars.	  At	  times	  this	  audience	  camera	  is	  maybe	  detected	  or	  "realized"	  by	  the	  
actors,	  who	  are	  then	  left	  exposed	  and	  vulnerable15.	  
The	  audience	  relationship	  was	  constantly	  shifting/evolving/changing	  in	  a	  
manner	  that	  should	  change	  the	  behavior	  of	  the	  characters.	  We	  reached	  for	  a	  very	  
tight	  relationship	  with	  our	  audiences.	  Looking	  for	  specificity,	  feedback	  from	  
them,	  love,	  attention;	  at	  times	  maybe	  feeling	  exposed	  and	  in	  need	  of	  shelter	  from	  
their	  gaze.	  Hoss	  is,	  in	  a	  sense,	  performing	  his	  personal	  greatest	  hits	  in	  attempts	  
to	  gather	  support	  and	  sympathy	  from	  the	  audience	  through	  the	  tried	  and	  true.	  
When	  he	  faults,	  it’s	  a	  result	  of	  attempting	  to	  pander	  to	  what	  he	  thinks	  the	  
audience	  might	  want	  to	  hear.	  “I	  can’t	  get	  a	  hit	  unless	  the	  charts	  are	  right”,	  he	  says	  
in	  Act	  One.	  Where	  Crow	  succeeds	  is	  his	  persistence	  in	  performing	  the	  truth	  of	  his	  
artistic	  voice.	  While	  both	  characters	  borrow	  and	  steal	  genres	  and	  styles,	  Crow	  
manages	  to	  funnel	  those	  through	  his	  very	  being	  in	  an	  ever-­‐adapting	  canon	  of	  
expression.	  It	  is	  my	  assumption	  that	  audiences	  are	  more	  interested	  in	  
experiencing	  the	  soul	  of	  a	  performer	  through	  their	  art	  than	  watching	  something	  
that	  is	  put	  on	  or	  mimicked.	  	  
	  
Magnetic	  Fields	  (or,	  Assimilation	  Negotiations)16	  
It	  was	  imperative	  that	  I	  create	  a	  company	  of	  actors	  who	  were	  invested	  in	  the	  
material	  and	  eager	  to	  attack	  not	  only	  the	  script,	  but	  also	  the	  themes	  and	  
inconsistencies	  with	  abandon	  and	  curiosity.	  Because	  of	  the	  nature	  of	  the	  process	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  We	  wanted	  it	  to	  feel	  a	  little	  like	  MTV’s	  120	  Minutes	  meets	  The	  Real	  World,	  which	  
existed	  in	  a	  time	  when	  that	  network	  was	  on	  the	  brink	  of	  becoming	  something	  far	  
less	  concerned	  with	  music.	  
16	  Or,	  Sculpting	  Another	  Temporary	  Family	  
and	  the	  material,	  I	  sought	  to	  gather	  a	  group	  of	  artists	  who	  were	  capable	  of	  
coming	  together	  in	  agreement	  and	  disagreement	  and	  work	  toward	  the	  success	  of	  
the	  project.	  I	  needed	  people	  who	  were	  there	  to	  do	  the	  work.	  Isn’t	  that	  what	  we	  
always	  hope	  for?	  I’ve	  found	  that	  the	  right	  mix	  of	  people	  who	  have	  worked	  
together	  with	  people	  who	  are	  new	  to	  the	  group	  results	  in	  a	  successful	  
collaboration	  more	  often	  than	  not.	  	  
The	  musical	  creative	  team	  was	  assembled	  with	  people	  I	  had	  worked	  with	  
before,	  which	  was	  a	  strong	  platform	  to	  spring	  from.	  When	  I	  announced	  to	  the	  
world17	  that	  I	  had	  decided	  to	  direct	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  for	  my	  thesis,	  I	  was	  
shocked	  by	  the	  enthusiastic	  response.	  Fellow	  Seattle	  transplant	  and	  friend	  Libby	  
Matthews	  courted	  me	  first.	  “This	  is	  one	  of	  favorite	  fucking	  plays!”	  She	  exclaimed	  
over	  a	  cocktail	  in	  mid	  September.	  “I’d	  kill	  to	  play	  Becky	  Lou.”	  
Libby	  and	  I	  had	  never	  worked	  together	  before,	  but	  I	  had	  certainly	  seen	  her	  
work	  in	  Seattle.	  I	  was	  charmed	  by	  her	  enthusiasm	  for	  the	  play	  and	  for	  the	  chance	  
to	  work	  with	  me.	  	  That	  first	  meeting	  we	  had,	  I	  let	  Libby	  listen	  to	  the	  demo	  for	  
Shine	  A	  Light	  (Jillie	  Mae	  Eddy’s	  original	  song	  that	  was	  prompted	  by	  Patti	  Smith’s	  
Gloria).	  Libby	  loved	  the	  song	  and	  immediately	  began	  to	  riff	  on	  the	  style.	  “Will	  
this	  translate	  to	  the	  grit	  rock	  that	  you’re	  going	  for?”	  she	  pondered.	  I	  told	  her	  I	  
was	  sure	  that	  Ethan	  Wagner’s	  musical	  arrangements	  would	  help	  lift	  it	  out	  of	  the	  
cradle	  and	  into	  rock-­‐dom.	  Jillie	  Mae	  wrote	  the	  song	  on	  a	  baritone	  ukulele,	  and	  it	  
can	  be	  difficult	  to	  imagine	  something	  so	  sweet	  as	  a	  rough	  and	  rowdy	  American	  
Rock	  piece.	  Shine	  A	  Light	  is	  an	  original	  song,	  but	  just	  like	  Patti	  Smith’s	  Gloria,	  it	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  Facebook	  
busts	  into	  a	  cover	  in	  the	  middle	  of	  it,	  using	  the	  force	  of	  familiarity	  to	  launch	  back	  
into	  a	  climax	  of	  strong	  original	  lyrics	  to	  bring	  the	  song	  to	  an	  end.	  Jillie	  chose	  to	  
work	  off	  of	  Amazing	  Grace,	  which	  I	  had	  been	  resistant	  too.	  “It’s	  too	  religious”	  I	  
kept	  telling	  mysef.	  When	  Libby	  responded	  with	  the	  same	  concern	  after	  hearing	  
the	  song,	  I	  became	  defensive	  of	  Jillie	  Mae’s	  choice.	  Libby	  and	  I	  spent	  a	  good	  hour	  
dissecting	  the	  show	  in	  terms	  of	  structure	  and	  cultural	  folk	  using	  Shine	  A	  Light.	  	  
In	  its	  original	  incarnation,	  Shine	  A	  Light	  was	  to	  be	  sung	  by	  Becky	  Lou	  at	  the	  
top	  of	  the	  show.	  Initially,	  I	  had	  seen	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  as	  being	  Becky	  Lou’s	  
story	  and	  wanted	  to	  play	  on	  power	  dynamic	  in	  performance	  identity.	  She	  was	  
the	  glue	  that	  held	  Hoss	  together,	  the	  force	  behind	  his	  power,	  the	  one	  really	  
calling	  the	  shots.	  In	  the	  end,	  we	  agreed	  that	  there	  was	  no	  way	  of	  knowing	  if	  
Amazing	  Grace	  would	  work	  without	  working	  it	  through	  a	  band	  with	  Ethan’s	  
arrangements.	  Being	  able	  to	  dissect	  Shine	  A	  Light	  with	  Libby,	  coming	  to	  very	  
strong	  disagreements	  about	  it,	  and	  working	  through	  those	  disagreements	  in	  
attempts	  to	  unearth	  how	  and	  where	  the	  song	  works	  in	  relation	  to	  Sam	  Shepard’s	  
script	  were	  signs	  that	  I	  would	  work	  well	  with	  her.	  We	  parted	  that	  night	  with	  
fingers	  crossed	  that	  schedules	  and	  timing	  would	  work	  out	  in	  the	  spring.	  I	  told	  
her	  that	  the	  part	  of	  Becky	  Lou	  would	  be	  hers,	  if	  she	  wanted	  it	  and	  was	  available.	  
Our	  agreement	  was	  that	  she	  would	  give	  me	  a	  week’s	  notice	  before	  auditions.	  
Lucky	  for	  me,	  when	  spring	  came,	  Libby	  was	  available.	  	  
Libby’s	  thorough	  investigation	  of	  circumstance	  and	  gesture	  was	  evident	  from	  
Day	  One	  of	  rehearsal.	  She	  and	  I	  made	  a	  series	  of	  three	  dates	  to	  work	  on	  the	  
Becky	  Lou	  self	  assault	  scene.	  Our	  first	  rehearsal	  consisted	  of	  letting	  Stage	  
Management	  go	  an	  hour	  early	  and	  talking	  through	  the	  events	  of	  the	  scene	  one	  on	  
one18.	  In	  my	  interpretation	  of	  the	  show,	  Hoss	  was	  the	  person	  whose	  hands	  were	  
represented	  by	  Becky	  Lou’s	  pantomime	  of	  the	  assault.	  Libby	  had	  come	  to	  the	  
table	  with	  the	  belief	  that	  her	  assault	  hands	  belonged	  to	  the	  audience.	  Both	  of	  
these	  possibilities	  interested	  us,	  and	  we	  ultimately	  decided	  that	  this	  was	  a	  
remembrance	  of	  a	  real	  life	  past	  event	  that	  had	  occurred	  between	  Hoss	  and	  Becky	  
Lou;	  an	  event	  that	  forever	  altered	  them	  both.	  Looking	  back	  now,	  I	  suppose	  that	  
our	  deviation	  from	  history	  as	  we	  know	  it	  happened	  that	  night.	  After	  their	  fall	  
from	  any	  sort	  of	  grace,	  Hoss	  and	  Becky	  Lou’s	  world	  was	  set	  along	  a	  skewed	  path.	  
This	  put	  our	  initial	  crack	  in	  History	  closer	  to	  the	  50s.	  	  
Our	  overlord,	  The	  Roman	  Catholic	  Church,	  surprisingly	  worked	  in	  the	  show’s	  
favor	  with	  their	  concern	  with	  this	  scene.	  The	  Becky	  Lou	  assault	  scene	  had	  
somehow	  been	  dubbed	  The	  Rape	  Scene	  by	  production	  and	  creative	  staff.	  When	  
Josh,	  the	  head	  of	  The	  Connelly,	  got	  wind	  that	  there	  was	  a	  rape	  scene,	  he	  
demanded	  that	  we	  “audition”	  the	  scene	  for	  The	  Connelly	  and	  await	  a	  stamp	  of	  
approval.	  In	  the	  stage	  directions,	  Sam	  Shepard	  describes	  Becky	  Lou’s	  hands	  as	  
moving	  as	  though	  they	  belong	  to	  someone	  else.	  It’s	  aggressive	  and	  strange	  and	  
uncomfortable.	  He	  describes	  her	  as	  dressed	  like	  Anna	  Karina	  in	  Alphaville,	  a	  stiff	  
white	  bra	  underneath	  her	  sweater,	  and	  a	  wig	  on	  her	  head.	  In	  the	  script,	  she	  takes	  
off	  her	  sweater	  and	  her	  bra,	  and	  the	  wig	  comes	  flying	  off.	  The	  Connelly	  of	  course	  
was	  not	  thrilled	  about	  the	  exposure	  of	  female	  nipples	  and	  we	  were	  told	  to	  keep	  a	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
18	  This	  rehearsal	  then	  moved	  to	  a	  dive	  bar	  in	  Brooklyn,	  where	  we	  spent	  three	  hours	  
working	  through	  physical	  things	  that	  men	  do	  in	  sexual	  advances.	  That	  list	  included:	  
hair	  stroking,	  shoulder	  massaging,	  tickling,	  sucking	  fingers,	  squeezing	  face,	  and	  
pulling	  lips.	  
bra	  on	  Libby.	  The	  scene	  was	  disturbing	  and	  crushing	  and	  I	  think	  that	  the	  
simplicity	  of	  keeping	  a	  bra	  on	  the	  actress	  worked	  to	  benefit	  and	  feed	  the	  tension,	  
keeping	  the	  moment	  from	  being	  a	  caricature	  of	  male	  dominance19.	  I	  do	  wonder,	  
however,	  in	  the	  interest	  of	  exploring	  the	  performance	  of	  gender,	  if	  The	  Connelly	  
would	  have	  allowed	  us	  to	  take	  off	  the	  bra	  if	  a	  male	  in	  drag	  had	  played	  Becky	  Lou.	  	  
	  
The	  Hamlet	  of	  Rock	  and	  Roll	  
Hoss	  was	  a	  character	  that	  intimidated	  me,	  and	  I	  was	  in	  search	  of	  an	  actor	  that	  
I	  wasn’t	  afraid	  to	  get	  rough	  and	  intimate	  with.	  Therefore,	  I	  spent	  my	  spare	  time	  
in	  the	  winter	  in	  search	  of	  an	  actor	  with	  whom	  I	  had	  an	  established	  relationship.	  
It	  was	  important	  to	  me	  to	  find	  someone	  who	  the	  audience	  would	  sympathize,	  
connect	  with,	  and	  root	  for.	  Someone	  accessible.	  In	  January,	  I	  was	  training	  with	  
Robyn	  Hunt	  and	  Steve	  Pearson	  alongside	  my	  old	  colleague	  Michael	  Place.	  
Michael	  was	  another	  friend	  from	  my	  Seattle	  days,	  had	  played	  Trigorin	  in	  the	  
Seagull	  adaptation	  I	  had	  done	  at	  Columbia	  in	  2013,	  and	  best	  friends	  and	  former	  
roommates	  with	  Libby	  Matthews.	  He	  seemed	  the	  perfect	  match	  for	  our	  team.	  I	  
approached	  him	  during	  the	  training	  and	  he	  agreed	  to	  do	  the	  show.	  Two	  weeks	  
later,	  he	  came	  up	  to	  me	  after	  training	  and	  said	  he	  wouldn’t	  be	  able	  to	  play	  the	  
role	  after	  all.	  “That’s	  one	  hell	  of	  a	  part	  Maridee.”	  He	  told	  me,	  folding	  his	  training	  
gear	  into	  his	  satchel.	  “That	  would	  take	  a	  lot	  of	  work	  in	  a	  short	  amount	  of	  time;	  
it’s	  the	  Hamlet	  of	  Rock	  and	  Roll!	  Wait-­‐	  were	  you	  wanting	  me	  to	  sing?!”	  As	  it	  turns	  
out,	  Michael	  had	  said	  yes	  before	  reading	  the	  script	  and	  was	  extremely	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
19	  It	  worked	  much	  like	  the	  shark	  in	  Jaws,	  the	  disturbance	  comes	  from	  what	  isn’t	  
seen.	  
overwhelmed	  by	  the	  amount	  of	  text	  Hoss	  had.	  “He’s	  got	  sixty	  percent	  of	  the	  
dialogue!”	  he	  said	  in	  terror.	  And	  that	  was	  the	  day	  Michael	  Place	  backed	  out	  of	  the	  
show.	  Just	  after	  auditions	  were	  held,	  I	  received	  a	  text:	  
Michael:	  You	  wanna	  know	  the	  real	  reason	  I	  couldn’t	  do	  the	  show?	  
Me:	  Sure.	  	  
Michael:	  [image	  of	  an	  ultrasound]	  	  
Micky20	  was	  going	  to	  be	  a	  father.	  	  
Ultimately,	  I	  ended	  up	  casting	  Javan	  Nelson	  as	  Hoss.	  It	  is	  in	  my	  relationship	  
with	  Javan	  through	  the	  rehearsal	  process	  that	  I	  believe	  I	  failed	  the	  most.	  Javan	  
has	  an	  air	  of	  infectious	  charm	  about	  him.	  His	  tendency	  towards	  safety	  and	  
surface	  level	  work	  is	  incredible.	  And	  he	  gets	  away	  with	  it.	  Javan	  has	  talent.	  He’s	  a	  
good	  actor,	  and	  he	  skips	  through	  process	  in	  a	  protective	  bubble.	  He	  resisted	  any	  
efforts	  I	  made	  to	  push	  him	  to	  his	  fullest	  potential,	  and	  I	  didn’t	  press	  as	  much	  as	  I	  
believe	  I	  should	  have.	  As	  a	  result,	  our	  Hoss	  was	  put	  on,	  lack	  luster,	  and	  void	  of	  
the	  depth	  that	  I	  had	  hoped	  for.	  He	  lacked	  the	  very	  grit	  that	  makes	  Shepard’s	  
work	  so	  compelling	  and	  such	  a	  treat	  for	  actors	  to	  work	  on.	  	  
What	  had	  pleasantly	  surprised	  me	  in	  the	  early	  stages	  of	  rehearsals	  was	  
Javan’s	  singing	  voice.	  He	  had	  been	  working	  with	  a	  vocal	  coach	  in	  the	  year	  and	  a	  
half	  since	  I	  had	  last	  worked	  with	  him,	  and	  it	  showed.	  The	  first	  week	  of	  rehearsals	  
I	  sang	  Javan’s	  praises	  in	  support	  of	  his	  diligence	  in	  training	  his	  voice,	  and	  I	  
believe	  in	  doing	  that	  I	  encouraged	  in	  him	  a	  hubris	  that	  was	  difficult	  to	  work	  
through.	  Over	  the	  course	  of	  rehearsal,	  it	  became	  increasingly	  more	  and	  more	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
20	  Pronounced	  “Mikey”.	  Who	  knows	  why	  he	  spells	  it	  that	  way.	  I	  think	  it	  is	  a	  French	  
thing.	  
evident	  that	  Javan	  and	  I	  disagreed	  on	  a	  fundamental	  level	  about	  the	  show.	  The	  
tension	  between	  the	  two	  of	  us	  was	  thick	  as	  stew,	  and	  my	  relationship	  with	  him	  
as	  a	  performer	  evolved	  into	  a	  delicate	  dance	  of	  pushing	  just	  enough	  towards	  
what	  the	  script	  was	  asking	  of	  him	  without	  setting	  him	  off.	  I	  was	  afraid.	  By	  the	  
time	  I	  realized	  the	  toxic	  nature	  of	  our	  director-­‐actor	  disagreement	  I	  felt	  it	  was	  far	  
too	  late	  to	  recast	  the	  role.	  It	  also	  seemed	  as	  though	  the	  majority	  of	  the	  cast	  and	  
crew	  had	  a	  fondness	  for	  Javan	  that	  was	  helping	  the	  ensemble	  more	  than	  hurting	  
it.	  So	  I	  let	  it	  be	  and	  navigated	  my	  way	  as	  best	  I	  could.	  	  
That	  was	  my	  biggest	  disappointment	  with	  myself	  through	  this	  process.	  I	  still	  
lay	  awake	  at	  night,	  conversing	  with	  Javan	  in	  my	  head.	  I	  think	  back	  on	  specific	  
moments	  in	  rehearsal	  and	  kick	  myself	  for	  not	  saying	  out	  loud	  certain	  truths	  that	  
I	  held.	  Javan	  would	  say	  “I	  disagree	  Maridee”	  and	  then	  refuse	  to	  work	  towards	  a	  
constructive	  solution	  or	  listen	  to	  why	  I	  held	  the	  viewpoint	  I	  held	  on	  the	  matter.	  
We	  might	  as	  well	  have	  been	  speaking	  two	  completely	  different	  languages.	  When	  
we	  did	  come	  together	  on	  any	  one	  discussion,	  an	  agreement	  would	  be	  made,	  but	  
the	  follow-­‐through	  would	  never	  happen.	  I	  would	  walk	  away	  satisfied	  that	  we	  had	  
made	  progress,	  and	  would	  find	  that	  nothing	  in	  his	  approach	  had	  changed.	  It	  was	  
a	  total	  communication	  breakdown.	  And	  it	  broke	  my	  heart.	  	  
For	  the	  life	  of	  me,	  I	  couldn’t	  get	  Javan	  to	  open	  himself	  up	  to	  a	  state	  of	  
vulnerability	  or	  to	  be	  affected	  in	  any	  real	  way	  by	  Crow,	  especially	  in	  the	  duel	  in	  
Act	  Two.	  	  
Javan’s	  work	  is	  diligent,	  thorough,	  and	  obsessive.	  He	  works	  hard,	  which	  can	  
be	  an	  absolute	  blessing.	  In	  the	  rehearsal	  room,	  at	  any	  free	  moment,	  Javan	  is	  off	  in	  
the	  corner	  working	  through	  text	  and	  gestures	  and	  shape.	  What	  had	  always	  come	  
across	  as	  productive	  and	  focused	  work	  revealed	  itself	  to	  be	  a	  detriment	  in	  our	  
process	  with	  The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime.	  While	  Javan	  was	  off	  in	  his	  corner	  doing	  this	  
private	  work,	  he	  was	  coming	  to	  conclusions	  and	  making	  decisions	  on	  his	  own.	  
When	  we	  would	  return	  to	  the	  group,	  Javan	  had	  made	  up	  his	  mind	  on	  any	  number	  
of	  choices	  and	  would	  refuse	  to	  deviate	  from	  the	  plan	  that	  he	  had	  fabricated.	  
There	  was	  the	  problem.	  What	  had	  been	  something	  I	  had	  often	  admired	  in	  Javan	  
as	  an	  artist	  was	  actually	  the	  thing	  that	  got	  in	  the	  way	  of	  my	  ability	  to	  work	  with	  
him	  as	  a	  performer	  who	  was	  part	  of	  a	  company.	  	  
Javan	  did	  come	  in	  with	  some	  ideas	  that	  inspired	  me,	  which	  was	  a	  relief.	  The	  
end	  of	  Act	  One	  began	  as	  a	  suggestion	  from	  Javan	  that	  perhaps	  that	  scene	  was	  a	  
type	  of	  shamanistic	  ritual,	  which	  led	  to	  the	  exploration	  of	  rain	  dances	  and	  fed	  
directly	  into	  the	  image	  we	  had	  been	  working	  with	  of	  a	  thunderstorm	  rolling	  over	  
the	  desert,	  carrying	  Crow	  to	  Hoss.	  That	  particular	  rehearsal	  was	  one	  of	  those	  
magic	  evenings	  where	  everyone	  is	  focused	  and	  generating	  and	  willing	  to	  let	  go.	  
In	  three	  hours	  we	  had	  that	  whole	  scene	  mapped	  out	  and	  were	  riding	  so	  high	  on	  
our	  work	  as	  a	  group	  that	  many	  of	  us	  reporting	  having	  a	  difficult	  time	  falling	  
asleep	  due	  to	  the	  surge	  in	  inspiration	  and	  rejuvenation	  in	  process.	  Javan’s	  idea	  
was	  a	  key	  into	  that	  scene	  for	  me.	  And	  the	  last	  scene	  in	  Act	  One	  is	  Hoss	  conjuring	  
the	  spirit	  of	  his	  father.	  Hoss	  speaks	  to	  himself	  through	  the	  voice	  of	  his	  father,	  
confessing	  all	  of	  his	  insecurities	  and	  fears.	  It’s	  a	  deeply	  personal	  scene	  for	  me,	  as	  
is	  any	  father	  scene	  in	  any	  Shepard	  play.	  Hoss	  is	  completely	  coked	  out	  and	  this	  
rain	  dance	  begins.	  That	  fateful	  Magic	  rehearsal,	  we	  answered	  so	  many	  challenges	  
that	  the	  script	  presented.	  Later,	  after	  the	  final	  performance,	  Jimmy	  Maize	  would	  
tell	  me	  that	  scene	  was	  “The	  most	  Maridee	  scene	  in	  the	  show”.	  	  
For	  the	  scene,	  most	  of	  the	  ensemble	  came	  through	  the	  arch,	  wearing	  goat	  hoof	  
rattle	  bracelets	  and	  encircle	  Hoss,	  who	  had	  just	  smeared	  blue	  cocaine21	  all	  over	  
his	  face	  and	  neck,	  adorning	  the	  trappings	  of	  a	  warrior.	  With	  the	  ensemble	  came	  
my	  Stetson	  cowboy	  hat	  and	  a	  microphone	  for	  Hoss	  to	  speak	  in	  as	  the	  voice	  of	  his	  
father.	  Ryan	  Hopper	  underscored	  the	  scene	  with	  rhythmic	  electric	  guitar	  
inspired	  by	  Tool’s	  10,000	  Days	  and	  Dead	  Can	  Dance.	  	  We	  floated	  around	  a	  theory	  
that	  Hoss	  actually	  goes	  into	  a	  fevered	  dream	  at	  the	  end	  of	  Act	  One	  and	  Act	  Two	  is	  
his	  journey	  to	  the	  other	  side.	  Crow	  is	  such	  a	  spiritual	  figure	  in	  Native	  American	  
cultures;	  it	  pleases	  me	  to	  think	  that	  he	  has	  come	  to	  carry	  Hoss	  to	  the	  other	  side.	  	  
In	  the	  end,	  that	  scene	  was	  simple	  and	  total	  showbiz	  weasel.	  Jimmy	  was	  right;	  
it	  was	  The	  Most	  Maridee	  Scene	  Of	  All.	  	  
	  
MONOCHROME	  FILTERS22	  (or	  Learning	  To	  See	  In	  Tertiary)	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
21	  The	  color	  of	  the	  cocaine	  was	  a	  conversation	  that	  wavered	  back	  and	  forth	  between	  
blue	  and	  red.	  There	  were	  positive	  and	  negative	  aspects	  of	  both.	  Most	  notably,	  the	  
reference	  to	  Braveheart	  the	  blue	  chalk	  conjured.	  There	  were	  many	  shouts	  of	  
“FREEDOM!!!”	  in	  rehearsal.	  Red	  seemed	  too	  cheesy,	  too	  stereotypical.	  So	  we	  went	  
with	  blue.	  
22	  Monochrome	  Filter	  is	  the	  name	  I	  gave	  our	  band.	  We	  went	  through	  many	  possible	  
names.	  Other	  names	  we	  mulled	  over:	  Alligator	  Fingernails,	  Incurable	  Ennui,	  The	  
Tracks,	  The	  Incision	  Decision!,	  Circus	  Mailman!,	  The	  Gypsy	  Kills,	  The	  Keepers	  
(which	  we	  learned	  was	  already	  a	  band.	  Libby	  thought	  they	  seemed	  “pretty	  lame”,	  so	  
we	  nixed	  that	  idea),	  The	  Ultrasound,	  Cowboy	  Nightmare,	  Asphalt	  Massacre,	  
Miniature	  Rituals,	  Tooth	  and	  Nail,	  among	  many	  others.	  It	  was	  an	  epic	  email	  chain	  
that	  was	  derailed	  when	  Ethan	  Wagner	  sent	  an	  email	  about	  important	  show	  related	  
things.	  Monochrome	  Filter	  came	  out	  of	  an	  Indie	  Band	  Name	  Generator	  I	  came	  across	  
on	  the	  Internet.	  	  
The	  summer	  I	  had	  carried	  the	  two	  scripts	  of	  Tooth	  around	  with	  me	  in	  my	  
travels,	  I	  maintained	  one	  conviction:	  If	  I	  were	  to	  stage	  this	  show,	  I	  was	  going	  to	  
have	  more	  women	  in	  the	  ensemble	  than	  Shepard’s	  script	  suggests.	  For	  a	  long	  
time	  I	  believed	  that	  the	  way	  to	  achieve	  the	  gender	  balance	  I	  was	  after	  was	  to	  
have	  an	  all	  girl	  rock	  band	  who	  also	  played	  the	  roles	  of	  Star-­‐Man,	  Galactic	  Jack,	  
Cheyenne,	  and	  Doc.	  In	  my	  initial	  plans,	  Hoss	  and	  Crow	  were	  going	  to	  be	  the	  only	  
characters	  played	  by	  male	  actors.	  I	  want	  to	  remind	  you	  that	  we	  never	  changed	  
the	  gender	  of	  the	  CHARACTERS;	  only	  the	  actor.	  	  
The	  all	  girl	  band	  conceit	  was	  crushed	  when	  Ryan	  Hopper	  was	  introduced	  to	  
the	  project	  as	  the	  lead	  guitarist.	  He	  is	  an	  incredible	  talent,	  and	  I	  had	  a	  moment	  of	  
embarrassment	  when	  I	  was	  resistant	  to	  hiring	  him	  because	  I	  was	  fixated	  on	  this	  
concept	  of	  a	  chick	  band.	  I	  had	  become	  that	  very	  thing	  I	  believed	  I	  was	  rebelling	  
against.	  Once	  I	  was	  able	  to	  let	  go	  of	  the	  band	  of	  bitches,	  I	  was	  able	  to	  move	  freely	  
in	  casting	  possibilities.	  No	  longer	  was	  I	  confined	  by	  my	  notions	  of	  what	  I	  wanted	  
to	  do	  TO	  the	  script,	  I	  was	  excavating	  what	  the	  script	  wanted.	  It	  was	  a	  weight	  
lifted.	  It	  was	  a	  fresh	  breath	  of	  New	  Mexico	  night	  air;	  like	  tasting	  stars.	  
By	  some	  grace	  of	  the	  gods,	  I	  found	  the	  members	  of	  the	  band	  through	  a	  casting	  
call.	  Ryan	  Nicolls,	  whom	  I	  had	  worked	  before	  when	  I	  assistant	  directed	  The	  
Young	  Company’s	  production	  of	  The	  Tempest	  the	  previous	  year	  at	  Classic	  Stage	  
Company.	  “As	  you	  may	  or	  may	  not	  know,	  I’m	  a	  terrible	  actor.”	  He	  said,	  walking	  
into	  the	  audition	  room.	  “I	  apologize	  in	  advance.”	  I	  couldn’t	  believe	  what	  I	  was	  
witnessing.	  “If	  you	  maintain	  that	  narrative,	  you	  most	  certainly	  will	  be!”	  I	  
exclaimed.	  There	  wasn’t	  really	  a	  role	  that	  suited	  Ryan	  in	  the	  cast,	  but	  I	  was	  
delighted	  to	  learn	  he	  played	  the	  electric	  bass.	  “No	  one	  really	  seems	  to	  know	  that”	  
he	  said	  sheepishly.	  As	  it	  turns	  out,	  Ryan	  Nicolls	  is	  one	  hell	  of	  a	  bass	  player.	  He	  
was	  in	  like	  Flynn.	  	  
Our	  drummer,	  Tre	  D’Ambrocia	  (a	  pixie	  of	  a	  man	  with	  a	  dark	  curly	  fro	  and	  
energy	  shooting	  out	  of	  his	  eyeballs),	  came	  into	  the	  audition	  ready	  to	  attack	  
Galactic	  Jack.	  He	  delighted	  us	  with	  a	  studied	  take	  on	  Wolfman	  Jack’s	  cadence	  and	  
a	  snare	  drum	  in	  tow.	  I	  held	  the	  snare	  for	  him	  while	  he	  demonstrated	  his	  abilities.	  
Tre	  was	  a	  theatre	  refugee;	  he	  hadn’t	  been	  involved	  in	  theatre	  in	  seven	  years.	  
“I’ve	  been	  doing	  the	  drumming	  thing	  mostly,”	  he	  told	  me,	  “but	  this	  project	  
sounded	  so	  incredible!	  Who	  doesn’t	  love	  them	  some	  Sam	  Shepard?	  I’m	  super	  
nervous,	  but	  I’d	  love	  to	  be	  involved.”	  We	  had	  a	  drummer.	  
Our	  keyboardist,	  Marianne	  Ciasulli,	  came	  in	  to	  audition	  on	  a	  whim.	  Our	  Music	  
Director	  Ethan	  Forrest	  Wagner,	  who,	  as	  it	  turned	  out,	  was	  dating	  her,	  
encouraged	  her	  to.	  She	  was	  an	  exceptional	  addition	  to	  the	  band	  and	  the	  energy	  
in	  the	  rehearsal	  process.	  It	  occurred	  to	  me	  that	  Ethan	  having	  a	  cohort	  in	  the	  
room	  would	  relax	  him	  in	  rehearsals,	  and	  while	  he	  was	  insistent	  that	  I	  needn’t	  
cast	  her	  because	  of	  their	  personal	  relationship,	  I	  was	  thrilled	  to	  bring	  her	  on	  
board.	  She’s	  brilliant,	  and	  a	  total	  delight	  to	  work	  with.	  
Our	  final	  addition	  to	  the	  band	  was	  Xandra	  Clark,	  our	  fiddle	  player.	  She	  was	  
another	  possible	  Crow,	  but	  her	  talent	  on	  the	  fiddle	  was	  too	  incredible	  to	  pass	  up.	  
I	  was	  also	  admittedly	  nervous	  about	  the	  prospect	  of	  working	  with	  someone	  for	  
the	  first	  time	  on	  a	  role	  like	  Crow.	  Xandra’s	  talent	  as	  an	  actor	  was	  no	  joke,	  so	  I	  
cast	  her	  and	  our	  properties	  designer	  as	  Star-­‐Man.	  The	  conversation	  we	  had	  with	  
the	  role	  of	  Star-­‐Man	  was	  a	  difficult	  journey.	  For	  the	  first	  half	  of	  rehearsal,	  I	  was	  
insistent	  that	  Star-­‐Man	  was	  two	  people.	  It	  was	  hard	  to	  navigate	  that	  idea	  and	  
refrain	  from	  Star-­‐Man	  being	  a	  stereotype	  of	  femme	  twin	  cutesiness.	  We	  staged	  
the	  scene	  in	  one	  rehearsal	  and	  I	  divided	  Star-­‐Man’s	  lines	  between	  the	  two	  
performers.	  We	  worked	  through	  that	  staging	  two	  more	  times	  before	  I	  threw	  up	  
my	  hands	  in	  despair,	  “I	  just	  don’t	  know	  what	  to	  do	  with	  this!”	  I	  said	  in	  rehearsal	  
the	  day	  before	  we	  were	  scheduled	  to	  move	  to	  The	  Connelly.	  I’m	  sure	  that	  
moment	  of	  admitted	  ignorance	  was	  unsettling,	  but	  Xandra	  and	  Ariel	  both	  
assured	  me	  they	  had	  faith	  that	  it	  would	  figure	  itself	  out.	  “If	  you	  don’t	  beat	  it	  to	  
the	  punch”,	  Xandra	  said,	  winking	  at	  me.	  	  
That	  night	  I	  went	  home	  and	  tormented	  over	  the	  problem.	  Ariel	  was	  a	  trained	  
and	  brilliant	  clown,	  Xandra	  was	  sincere	  and	  focused;	  a	  veritable	  straight	  man.	  I	  
was	  trying	  to	  think	  outside	  of	  the	  box,	  but	  I	  had	  been	  stuck	  in	  my	  own	  imposed	  
convention.	  I	  was	  racking	  my	  brain:	  What	  were	  the	  possibilities	  of	  this	  
character’s	  relationship	  to	  the	  world	  around	  him?	  The	  next	  morning	  I	  woke	  up	  
with	  a	  jolt.	  I	  had	  been	  looking	  at	  the	  relationships	  wrong.	  The	  key	  to	  that	  scene	  
and	  the	  circumstance	  I	  had	  set	  up	  was	  not	  only	  a	  matter	  of	  Star-­‐Man’s	  
relationship	  to	  the	  world	  around	  him,	  but	  his	  relationship	  to	  his	  assistant.	  Ariel	  
would	  operate	  as	  Star-­‐Man’s	  assistant!	  That	  night	  I	  ran	  through	  the	  new	  
relationship	  dynamics	  with	  the	  cast	  and	  the	  scene	  came	  alive.	  I’m	  so	  grateful	  I	  
didn’t	  give	  up	  on	  my	  impulse	  to	  put	  two	  actors	  in	  that	  scene	  on	  Star-­‐Man’s	  
behalf.	  At	  the	  moment	  where	  I	  was	  just	  about	  to	  give	  up	  on	  my	  choice,	  the	  
solution	  revealed	  itself	  to	  me.	  It	  no	  longer	  became	  a	  conceit	  I	  was	  trying	  to	  lay	  on	  
top	  of	  the	  text,	  but	  rather	  a	  unifying	  element	  that	  brought	  the	  ensemble	  together	  
in	  a	  moment	  where	  they	  could	  play	  off	  of	  and	  with	  each	  other	  and	  allow	  their	  
particular	  talents	  to	  shine.	  Sigh.	  Of.	  Relief.	  	  
	   Casting	  Jessica	  Davis	  as	  Cheyenne	  and	  The	  Ref	  came	  after	  a	  lot	  of	  
deliberation.	  It	  was	  her	  presence	  in	  the	  audition	  room	  that	  first	  ignited	  the	  idea	  
that	  Crow	  could	  be	  played	  by	  a	  woman.	  I	  was	  certain	  after	  her	  initial	  audition	  
that	  she	  was	  going	  to	  be	  our	  Crow.	  In	  the	  callbacks	  it	  became	  clear	  that	  no	  
matter	  how	  much	  she	  was	  the	  part,	  she	  wasn’t	  ready	  to	  tackle	  a	  role	  of	  that	  
magnitude.	  While	  I	  entertained	  the	  idea	  of	  pushing	  her	  into	  that	  role	  and	  really	  
working	  her	  through	  it,	  after	  a	  test	  reading	  of	  the	  battle,	  new	  insights	  were	  
brought	  to	  light.	  “You’d	  like	  a	  free	  ride	  on	  a	  black	  man’s	  back”	  Hoss	  says	  to	  Crow	  
in	  the	  heat	  of	  the	  battle.	  It	  was	  an	  unnecessary	  and	  confusing	  contradiction	  to	  
have	  Hoss	  say	  that	  to	  a	  black	  woman.	  That’s	  when	  it	  dawned	  on	  me	  that	  
Cheyenne	  and	  The	  Ref	  would	  most	  definitely	  be	  played	  by	  a	  black	  performer.	  
Cheyenne,	  Hoss’	  right	  hand	  man	  throughout	  their	  rise	  in	  The	  Game,	  was	  Hoss’	  
strength	  in	  his	  art.	  Hoss’	  was	  a	  believer	  in	  the	  origins	  of	  the	  form	  of	  Rock	  and	  
Roll.	  His	  entire	  diatribe	  in	  the	  battle	  was	  conjuring	  the	  soul	  of	  Chicago	  and	  the	  
cotton	  fields	  of	  The	  South.	  “You	  ain’t	  come	  inside	  The	  South!”	  he	  exclaims,	  in	  a	  
long	  form	  shot	  that	  recalls	  the	  rallies	  of	  the	  Black	  Panthers.	  “The	  fields	  opened	  
up	  red	  in	  Georgia,	  South	  Carolina.	  A	  moan	  lasted	  years	  back	  then.	  The	  grey	  and	  
blue	  went	  down	  like	  a	  harvest	  and	  what	  was	  left?	  What	  was	  left	  was	  the	  clarinet,	  
the	  bass	  drum,	  the	  trumpet.”	  	  
Hoss	  is	  recalling	  a	  borrowed	  (stolen?)	  past.	  And	  Cheyenne	  (albeit	  the	  actor	  
who	  plays	  Cheyenne)	  is	  witness	  to	  his	  appropriation.	  Having	  that	  double	  casting	  
so	  blatantly	  a	  racial	  dynamic	  and	  an	  ancestral	  betrayal	  served	  the	  reasons	  for	  the	  
double	  casting.	  I	  wanted	  to	  open	  the	  doors	  to	  that	  conversation	  of	  appropriated	  
culture,	  and	  the	  script	  supported	  the	  casting	  choice.	  After	  watching	  the	  callbacks,	  
I	  was	  convinced	  that	  it	  was	  a	  necessary	  choice.	  Which	  left	  the	  role	  of	  Crow	  up	  for	  
grabs.	  
Jillie	  Mae	  Eddy	  and	  I	  have	  been	  working	  together	  since	  the	  day	  we	  met,	  and	  I	  
have	  every	  intention	  of	  working	  with	  her	  as	  long	  as	  she’ll	  have	  me.	  Our	  plan	  
going	  into	  auditions	  was	  to	  have	  her	  as	  a	  part	  of	  the	  band	  so	  that	  she	  could	  assist	  
our	  Music	  Director	  Ethan	  Wagner	  in	  the	  creation	  of	  the	  music	  through	  the	  
rehearsal	  process.	  After	  the	  auditions,	  I	  had	  still	  not	  found	  a	  performer	  that	  fit	  
the	  role	  of	  Crow.	  After	  going	  through	  many	  possibilities,	  it	  dawned	  on	  me	  that	  
the	  perfect	  performer	  had	  been	  right	  in	  front	  of	  me	  for	  months.	  I	  offered	  the	  role	  
to	  Jill,	  and	  she	  accepted.	  Thank	  my	  lucky	  stars	  she	  did.	  
	  
The	  Gun	  That	  Won	  The	  West23	  
In	  the	  epic	  pastiche	  that	  is	  The	  Tooth	  Of	  Crime,	  there	  is	  one	  passage	  that	  has	  
stolen	  my	  heart	  and	  will	  carry	  it	  to	  the	  grave.	  When	  Doc	  (played	  in	  this	  
production	  by	  Valerie	  Redd)	  comes	  in	  to	  administer	  Hoss’	  medicine,	  Hoss	  asks	  
him	  what	  he	  thinks	  of	  Gypsy	  kills.	  “Are	  they	  ethical?”	  he	  implores.	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
23	  Two	  guns	  claim	  that	  title,	  but	  most	  historians	  agree	  that	  the	  Colt	  .45	  is	  the	  
handgun	  that	  won	  the	  west.	  The	  other,	  the	  Winchester	  Rifle,	  could	  claim	  to	  be	  the	  
shoulder	  arm	  that	  won	  the	  west.	  Regardless,	  the	  Colt	  .45	  is	  the	  gun	  Doc	  mentions	  as	  
being	  William	  F.	  Cody’s.	  	  
“Once	  I	  remember	  this	  early	  Gypsy,	  I	  guess	  you’d	  call	  him	  a	  Gypsy	  now”,	  begins	  
Doc,	  as	  he	  prepares	  the	  syringe	  for	  Hoss’	  heroin,	  “but	  at	  the	  time	  he	  was	  just	  a	  
hard	  luck	  fella	  name	  a	  Doc	  Carter.”	  This	  launches	  into	  a	  nostalgic	  telling	  of	  Wild	  
Buffalo	  Bill	  and	  his	  sidekick	  Doc	  Carter.	  It’s	  a	  slide	  in	  from	  left	  field,	  and	  full	  of	  
rich	  imagery	  of	  buffalo	  head	  nickels	  and	  this	  man,	  Doc	  Carter,	  unable	  to	  escape	  
the	  shadow	  of	  William	  F.	  Cody	  (Buffalo	  Bill).	  	  Doc	  touches	  on	  the	  contradictions	  
inherent	  in	  William	  F.	  Cody’s	  transformation	  from	  true	  pioneer	  to	  showman,	  and	  
acknowledged,	  “Nowadays,	  I	  suppose	  he’d	  [Doc	  Carter]	  just	  take	  over	  the	  whole	  
show.	  Don’t	  rightly	  know	  what	  made	  me	  think	  a’	  that.”	  
Valerie	  and	  I	  spent	  hours	  unpacking	  and	  dissecting	  that	  speech.	  Who	  is	  Doc?	  
How	  does	  he	  remember	  this	  character	  from	  over	  one	  hundred	  years	  ago?	  Doc	  
speaks	  so	  eloquently	  about	  Cody’s	  show	  and	  Doc	  Carter;	  as	  though	  he	  were	  
along	  for	  the	  ride,	  witness	  to	  the	  events	  first	  hand.	  It	  could	  be	  multitude	  things.	  
Doc	  could	  be	  that	  kind	  of	  storyteller,	  giving	  life	  to	  stories	  by	  telling	  them	  as	  first	  
person	  accounts,	  much	  in	  the	  manner	  that	  Native	  Americans	  tell	  creation	  stories.	  
Doc	  was	  an	  anomaly,	  ethereal,	  and	  a	  point	  of	  obsession.	  “But	  WHYYYY?”	  Valerie	  
would	  burst	  out	  in	  rehearsal,	  “I	  still	  don’t	  know	  WHY	  he	  tells	  this	  story?”	  
The	  simple	  truth	  for	  me	  was	  that	  Doc	  was	  answering	  Hoss’	  question.	  From	  the	  
story,	  I	  gather	  that	  Doc	  does	  not	  find	  Gypsy	  kills	  ethical,	  but	  he	  has	  remorse	  for	  
Doc	  Carter.	  The	  tale	  of	  William	  F.	  Cody	  and	  Doc	  Carter	  is	  one	  of	  cycles	  and	  
opportunity.	  Balance	  and	  binaries	  can	  hang	  on	  a	  knife’s	  edge,	  and	  any	  one	  
element	  can	  push	  circumstance	  one	  way	  or	  another.	  In	  another	  time	  or	  place,	  he	  
seems	  to	  say,	  Hoss	  could	  be	  in	  Crow’s	  shoes	  and	  visa	  versa.	  	  
	  
Stop	  Making	  Sense	  
Because	  of	  a	  very	  complicated	  pile	  of	  conflicts	  in	  the	  schedule,	  we	  rehearsed	  
everything	  extremely	  out	  of	  order.	  Some	  scenes	  we	  were	  able	  to	  really	  dig	  into	  
on	  multiple	  occasions	  (Doc’s	  Spirit	  Gun	  of	  The	  West	  tale,	  for	  instance),	  while	  
others	  we	  never	  fully	  had	  a	  chance	  to	  work	  through	  with	  everyone	  present.	  Of	  
the	  scenes	  that	  had	  been	  rehearsed,	  but	  never	  with	  everyone	  present	  in	  the	  
scene,	  the	  most	  common	  were	  the	  Becky	  Lou	  scenes.	  My	  blessed	  assistant	  
director,	  Sam	  Plattus,	  spent	  many	  a	  rehearsal	  stepping	  in	  for	  Becky	  Lou.	  While	  
this	  provided	  us	  a	  body	  to	  work	  with	  in	  the	  space,	  Becky	  Sam	  (as	  I	  lovingly	  began	  
to	  call	  him)	  came	  with	  human	  impulses.	  Even	  when	  he	  restrained	  from	  having	  
input	  or	  reaction,	  he	  naturally	  responded	  to	  offers	  made	  in	  scenes.	  This	  provided	  
a	  whole	  series	  of	  challenges	  when	  we	  tried	  to	  marry	  the	  discoveries	  we	  had	  
made	  thanks	  to	  Becky	  Sam	  with	  the	  presence	  and	  approach	  of	  Libby	  Mathews,	  
who	  had	  a	  completely	  different	  and	  equally	  effective	  way	  of	  being	  in	  that	  world.	  	  
While	  it	  was	  frustrating	  having	  to	  navigate	  an	  already	  complicated	  script	  
with	  one	  or	  two	  missing	  pieces	  the	  majority	  of	  the	  time,	  it	  forced	  communication	  
to	  be	  excruciatingly	  clear.	  The	  discoveries	  and	  decisions	  we	  were	  making	  about	  
the	  place	  and	  politic	  of	  this	  world	  on	  a	  scene-­‐by-­‐scene	  basis	  had	  to	  be	  reiterated	  
over	  and	  over	  again.	  Because	  there	  were	  a	  handful	  of	  artists	  who	  were	  present	  
for	  every	  or	  most	  rehearsals,	  each	  time	  we	  went	  over	  the	  rules	  and	  givens	  of	  the	  
world	  and	  the	  unraveling	  of	  the	  story,	  any	  inconsistencies	  stood	  out	  like	  sore	  
thumbs	  and	  we	  were	  forced	  to	  figure	  them	  out.	  The	  constant	  re-­‐evaluation	  of	  
what	  the	  truths	  of	  the	  show	  were	  was	  the	  headmistress	  of	  our	  show.	  No	  one	  was	  
safe.	  No	  one	  was	  going	  to	  be	  let	  off	  the	  hook.	  	  
I’ll	  admit,	  that	  element	  of	  the	  process	  kept	  me	  humbly	  on	  my	  toes.	  And	  while	  
it	  was	  one	  of	  the	  most	  frustrating	  lessons	  I’ve	  had	  in	  years,	  I	  learned	  the	  most	  
from	  constantly	  being	  held	  accountable	  for	  my	  declarations	  of	  what	  was	  
happening	  in	  this	  show.	  And	  the	  cast	  was	  relentless;	  not	  out	  of	  hostility	  or	  snark,	  
but	  with	  a	  genuine	  need	  to	  feel	  a	  deep	  connection	  to	  a	  collective	  understanding	  
and	  truth.	  It	  meant	  something	  great	  to	  them	  to	  have	  a	  cohesive	  and	  consistent	  
narrative	  that	  they	  could	  latch	  onto	  together.	  These	  moments	  of	  checking	  in	  
were	  blessings.	  
The	  Tooth	  of	  Crime	  definitely	  put	  me	  in	  check.	  As	  an	  artist	  and	  a	  person,	  I’ve	  
been	  on	  the	  soapbox	  telling	  others	  to	  go	  into	  their	  fear	  and	  claiming	  that	  I	  do	  the	  
same.	  I	  was	  terrified	  of	  this	  script.	  I’m	  so	  grateful	  that	  I	  kept	  on	  myself	  about	  it	  
and	  eventually	  dove	  into	  the	  fear.	  There	  really	  is	  no	  other	  way	  to	  live.	  
	  
	  
From	  left	  to	  right:	  Marianne	  Ciasulli,	  Xandra	  Clark,	  Javan	  Neslon,	  Valerie	  Redd,	  and	  Ariel	  Lauren	  
Photo	  credit:	  Marlene	  Tucker	  
	  
	  
Backstage	  Jillie	  Mae	  Eddy,	  with	  her	  water	  flask.	  Photo	  credit:	  Marlene	  Tucker	  
	  
Javan	  Nelson	  and	  Libby	  Matthews	  	  	  Photo	  Credit:	  Carol	  Rosegg	  
	  
Javan	  Nelson	  and	  Tre	  D’Ambrocia	  	  	  	  Photo	  credit:	  Carol	  Rosegg	  
	  
Javan	  Neslon	  and	  Jessica	  Davis	  (as	  Cheyenne)	  	  	  	  Photo	  credit:	  Carol	  Rosegg	  
	  
Jillie	  Mae	  Eddy	  singing	  Shine	  A	  Light	  	  	  Photo	  credit:	  Carol	  Rosegg	  
	  	  	   	  
Libby	  Matthews	  in	  the	  Infamous	  Rape	  Scene	  	  	  	  	  Photo	  credit:	  Carol	  Rosegg	  
	  
The	  final	  moment	  of	  the	  show,	  Crow	  singing	  Rollin’	  Down	  with	  the	  band.	  (Photo,	  Carol	  Rosegg)	  
	  
Libby	  Matthews	  in	  her	  nostalgia	  assault	  outfit.	  	   Photo	  Credit:	  Marlene	  Tucker	  
	  
Tre	  D’Ambrocia	  (center)	  and	  Ryan	  Nicolls	  (right)	   Photo	  Credit:	  Marlene	  Tucker	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